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A Ring-side Thriller ! 

From the opening gong to the final bell this thrilling 
story of . crime in the boxing world travels with hur¬ 
ricane pace. The Dealer, mysterious figure in the 
ranks of the leather pushers, decided that Dynamite 
Donnelly should take a final knock-out. But Donnelly, 
who had handed many men a return ticket to slumb- 
erland, threw back his chain and fought as he had 
never fought before. The gloves were off, the fight 
was all-in, there were no fouls. Donnelly was 
struggling to preserve his life, not to attain a title. 
The Dealer was a phantom. He had to be found 
before he could be hit. hit before handed a single 
ticket to eternity. David Hume, who has an inside 
knowledge of the fistic world, presents here a story 
of whirlwind action, high drama, intense excitement 
The Dealer and Dynamite Donnelly battle their way 
along the precipice of death; the pace never slackens, 
thrills pile on thrills, tension mounts until the reader 
reaches the grandstand finish. If Hume can’t thrill! 
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A i:ul isED lye, a Mvollen nether lip and a slightly 
nostril did nothing to discourage the youngster striding along 
Marylebone High Street. Such trivialities meant nothing in 
his large life. After all, he’d taken six pounds for a week’* 
work as sparring partner to Dynamite Donnelly, and plenty 
of third-rate leather pushers would have had their face.-, 
bu-ted for the honour and glory of saying that they’d stayed 
the course with Donnelly. In the weird world of fistiana it 
i, something to stale that you’ve helped a leading contender 
pave his way to the title. So the young man gave the girl’s 
arm a reassuring squeeze and steered her towards the north 
and Regent’s Park. The kid hanging on his arm had no 
genuine cause to feel unhappy. Her face seemed all that 
a face should be. she had a figure likely to pass muster iu 
any company, and she wore her clothes as though they belonged 
to her. The fact thut she was eighteen might have helped h*»i 
on her way. But she didn’t think so. 

The youngster—Phil Gregory—wa- explaining things a- 
they walked: 

4 * And then Dynamite says lie only wants me ior m> speed, 
that he ain’t aiming to hurt me at all. While he was pulling 
his punches I went snuu k down, wondered what had hit me 
if he W as really playing eu>y. But after a couple of days I 
knew what was happening. Donnelly packs such a crack in 
both fists that he reckons he’s playing a parlour game with 
vou while you’re wondering who upset him and why he should 
take the whole packet out of you. But he’s a great bloke. 
He taught me plenty. Mostly, he taught me how to take it. 
Blimey. Edie, I wouldn’t like to get into the ring with 
Donnelly if he meant to he serious. Somehow, he don’t seem 

human to me.” , 

Edie Samuels clung more fervent!) to his arm. She had 
lu-ard of girls who admired film Mars, fell increasingly sorry 
for them. They hadn’t met any person like Phil Gregory. 
She didn’t think that the Min shone out of his eyes; she just 
had the fixed idea in her mind that the sun obtained its 
brilliance from him. He was two years her senior. Their 
day was young. The world was in their laps;. It rnudt* sill 
the difference between muscatel grapes and sotir apple-. And 
that is plenty! 
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They were neanrfg the end of the road when a private 
ear pulled up alongside* them. The driver beckoned to the 
youngster. Phil Gregory, with an effort, extricated himself 
from die girl’s grip and walked over the pavement. 

“ Are you Gre-gory—Dynamite Donnelly’s sparring partner? ” 
The driver was smiling as he asked the question. He seemed 
a most affable man. Phil was glad to acknowledge the fact, 
felt that it might be better to live in a blaze of reflected 
glory than in a twilight world of shadow. 

** I thought I recognised you.” said the driver. “ My boss 
wants to talk to you for a few minutes. Mind telling the girl 
friend that you’ll be seeing her a little later? If you can park 
her in a cafe you’ll soon be back.” 

** I can’t do that, mister, and I don't reckon that I know 
your boss.” 

“You don’t know the promoter of Donnelly’s next fight? 
Don't be silly! ” 

~ Oh, that’s different.” Phil Gregory had instant dreams 
of being pushed into a place on the bill, could see himself 
bowing to the crowd at the Albert Hall, could imagine 'Edie 
Samuels falling around his neck with a burst of fervour, 
could even imagine Dynamite Donnelly patting him on the 
shoulder before he ducked beneath the ropes. Ho turned to 
Edie and said: 


L * This is business, kid. I’ve got to see a big fight promoter. 
Dive into this little place here for a cup of coffee, and I’ll be 
with you as soon as 1 can get back. Looks as though some 
of the breaks are coming with me.” 


Edie pouted slightly. Being the girl friend of any one 
verging on the l>orders of fame seemed to have unexpected 
drawback*. She faded away, but the smile forced to her lips 
had passed away before she had taken many strides. Somehow 
she thought that coffee taken in solitude wasn’t going to 
taste too good. Being a woman she altexed the position In- 
ordering tea. 

Phil Gregory settled down in the hack of the oar. Alreadv 
he could see a contract on the desk before him. was wondering 
how much he might be offered, whether one should accept the 
whole matter with nonchalance, or whether it was against the 
etiquette of the game to show signs of enthusiasm. The car 
had travelled some distance before he wakened from his 
daydream. He said: 

thought your bo- lived down at .South Kensington. 
'V hat S the idea? ” 

“ He : * with£#tends for the night, and told me to take you 
to him. Blimey, a man like my boss doesn’t stay in anv 
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place for very long. He’s too busy signing people up. and 
getting around. You’re lucky that lie 11 see you. 

Phil Gregorv said nothing. Ml seemed well with the world. 
He sucked his bruised knuckles, patted his damaged eye. 
wondered whether he could be patched up in tune for the 
night when the big fight was staged. Vivid pictures were 
careering before his eyes when the ear stopped. 1 lie 
youngster took one look round and noticed that they had 
drawn up in a mews. A moment passed before he appreciated 

the oddity of it all. Then he said: 

“What’n hell is the game? Your boss wouldn t see me 

here. What’s up? ” . , 

The answer came to him with something more than a shock. 

Both doors of the car opened. A man stood at the entrance 

to each Phil Gregory wasn’t very fast on the uptake, I ml 

even his limited intelligence told him that these men were no* 

butlers or footmen. At least, if they were menservants they 

looked suspiciously as though their employer had been passing 

his time away by throwing- the furniture at them. lhe 

youngster started to rise from his seat changed his mind sat 

down again. He didn’t have to be told He knew that the 

whole affair was screwy, was all wrong from the start. 

*1 wanna know,” he said, “just what >h, lug mea a. 

the back of this. , x 44 v m’li 

♦‘Don’t be in a hurry, sonny, saw! U)r imn - 

S ““ You can bet that l will,” said Phil .ml he started towards 
the nearest door. He didn’t get very tar. The young ter 
had beento the cinema often enough to know a revolver when 
he saw one. And this particular revolver was prodding into 
the pit of hie stomach. Right hooks from Donnelly were hud 
enough but he had sense enough to know that they were 
playful things compared with a -lug in the guts, bo lie 

swore, and sat down again. r . . . 

“ I think ” said one of the men. * that y«»n H find it much 

better for your health to play the game along our way b».i 
won? find us hard to get along with although we might he a 
wt hottempered. Now get out of the ear. Just bear m your 
mind the fact that if you try to pull any sort of a stroke you II 
,ever do anything else in this world. When you get out, walk 
-Hit along to the end of the alley. We ll be at he back of 
vou, and when you come to the dead end we’ll tell you what 

m do Make a start, sonny. 

Phil vus in a daze, was wondering what the fast-thinking 
Donnelly mM.t do. He did the only possible thing-exactly 
,b“t mail had told him to do! H, was not more than 
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ten feet away from the wall at the end of the mews when 
the man behind him placed a hand on his shoulder and 
said softly: 

•There’s a garage on your left. Open the door and walk 
right inside.” 

He didn’t argue. The cards weren’t in his hands. ' He 
pushed back the door, stepped into the garage, found that 
the door behind him was immediately closed, that he was 
in complete darkness. But he could hear the men behind 
him breathing, hven their company gave him some slight 
assurance. 


"What's the big idea?” he asked. “Are you bloke 3 
trying to pull a joke? ” 

The men laughed. And even their laughter sent a shiver 
along his spine. 

"Depends on what you call a joke,” replied one of them. 

If you reckon this set up is funny you must have a damned 

curious sense of humour. Well. boss, we brought the lad 

along. Here he i<. W ant us to stay with you? ” 

^ es. said an un-een man. The voice seemed to come 

iroin the far corner of the garage. It was deep, resonant. 

But there was a bite in it as the man said: “I don't think 

he 11 be awkward. Still, if he tries to start something let 

aim have all that you’ve got. I’ve got no time for dumb fools. 

Giegory, 1 brought you here so that you could have a talk 

to me. Mostly, when I want folks to talk they’re only too 

glad to open up. They know what might happen if they 

V- on u „ N°w we’ll have a friendly chat about Dynamite 
Donnelly. 

“Wait a ininute.” said Phil. I’d like to know somethin- 
about you before I do any talking. Who are you in any ca^ 
I (Ion t seem to know you, mister.” 

“ I shouldn’t let that trouble you unduly. People before 
to day have tried to discover things about me. The funnv 
tiling is that none of them is living at the moment. Most 
people who know me call me The Dealer. So that’s good 
enough for you. All you’ve got to decide is whether I -ive 
} ou . a good deal or a had one. Now let’s -et down* to 
business. I know nearly as much about you Ts you know 
about yourself.- t our folk at home can do with some money 

,0 ro,,ecl son,e - ««£ 
* ‘ -th,.r n ;r “ t/ZTZ “Zz pa M y rz 

{ dn ,a ^e me along without that” * 

“ A Ver> brave V0Un " ' Suppose I said ,h„ you-d 
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never put your foot into a ring again if you didn t play the 
game along my way. How would that suit? ’ 

“Tell me another one. Tht-e two stiffs at the back of 
me can’t throw any sort of scare my way. I’ve eaten better 

than either of ’em before breakfast.’ 

“What a hero! I’m sure that your mother must be proud 
of you. You know where Dynamite Donnelly is staying. That’s 

what I want to know. So start talking. f , 

“I can’t tell you. I only meet him in the gym. Ini not 

h *“ You^know S where he N laying. I want that address. 

M “YdonTknw'mider, and if I did I wouldn’t start any sort 

0t -n.e q Deal'er whistled softly. A fist str.uk Phil underneath 
the right ear. He crashed into the wall of the garage, shd 
towards the floor, recovered his balance, lashed out m lh< 
.lark, missed and stopped a punch in the mouth. 

“ There’ll be plenty of that coming your way 1 I youdon t 
open up,” said The Dealer. "Vou know where Donnelly is 

living. Let me have that address.’ 

“To hell with you! You’ll get nothing out of me. Don t 

waste vour time. . . 

The youngster had a certain am-mrit o name cunni g. 

As he spoke he swayed to one side, ducked lus head. A man 

stumbled into him as his swing passed through the air. 1 hi) 
fctumDiea into , . a er roan . smiled as he sucked 

r U knucklec ,0U The youngster tried to edge towards the door, 
but topped' when he felt something prod deeply into his 
«tomach and heard a man say: “No, you don t. Stay when 
vuii are, or we’ll take you out in a wooden overcoat. This 
ain’t the first time that we’ve handled awkward people. 

"h” I?' Whether 

£& Lr pa" t 'your chit* than talk £-*- you. 
But you can t have " H was anx iou8 to plant his 

haek-f/i:; 1 a ^flt - -.ess. The man behind bin, 

a ; , r d e; n ^ke another .. and you’re in 

M ™e r M’sTandfdropped by his sides. The spot seemed 

"'••Tthink 1 youCgo. me all wrong,” he -aid. I’m employed 
by D^nd./ for about half an hour each day. Apart front 



8 


S f V \ D f? J> AND FIGHT 


that T know nothing. In any case, why don’t you get along 
to his gym and ask him for the address yourself? Maybe 
you know him well enough to guess what you’d have coming 
to you if you tried it. I don’t think a bloke like the man 
behind me would scare him.” 

ti I think. Mr. Gregory.” said The Dealer, sarcastically, 
“that your flood of eloquence is likely to get you into 
considerable difficulties. People don’t talk to me in that way 
and get awa> with it. So far I’ve been very, very kind to 
you. Somehow. 1 don’t think that state of affairs will last 
much longer.” 

Afe^ you an> hand at talking that way when you’re 
ah.ne? ’ asked Phil. The youngster certainly had what it 
needed to take it and come hack for more! 


II l were alone with you. Gregory, you wouldn’t live for 
a minute. Are you going to tell me what I want to know, 
or are you going to be messed up for the rest of your life? 
It is all the same to me either way.” 

“Pm saying nothing. This i« your party. Get along with 
it. Pm ready.’’ 


I m a spoilsman. I'll give you one more chance. Where 
Donnelly? ” 

Search me. 1 don l know. Why not go along to Ins gym 

♦ I. .-v ... . __!__ f i I* i i ■ ... » r • 


; - ~ Ba J IU IUS> fiUll 

m the morning ami u<k hint where lie’s living? I’m sure 
be d he glad to oblige you.” 

Take him away.” said The Dealer. “You know what to 
do with him. Maybe by the time you’re through, the great 
Donnelly will know what happens to people who don’t plav 
the game my way.” 1 

" Wail a sec,.ml.” said Phil. “ Td like to get things 
straightened out a hit. What is the big idea at the back of 
the song -and dance? I dunno. 

"That applies to most of the blokes I handle. In my line 
you don t stroll around with loud-speakers. Pve told you 
all that 1 want you to know. You can please yourself whether 

>ol i stay du ' Tlb for ev f er or whether you say your piece here 
and now. I ve never been good at the waiting ^ame ” 

-Mister you know as much as I do. You must know where 

DonneHy trams or you d never have found me. So whv the 

ht U dont you get along there in the morning and tell him 

'bats on your mind? I’m not his keeper and vJlL 

biea whf v, he hangs out. T reckon he’d Lf ♦? 11 ? "° 

vou’d be likely to be living for a time He m^vn, H 

>ou handed out your line of talk to him Still tlnPd be 
your funeral—not mine.” ’ thal be 

“F„r,„y little fellow, aren't von? Haven’t you got grey 
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matter enough to know that you’re heading towards a funeral 
right now? That’s a promise.’’ 

Phil Gregory was silent for a time. Quick thinking was 
not one of his highspots. But be had sense enough to realise 
that the unseen man with the deep voice sounded uncomfortably 
convincing. Someone gripped his right arm. -hook him 
violently, gnarled into his ear. 

“We don’t aim to wait any longer. Do you talk or do yon 

take it? ” 

“How the hell can J tell you things that 1 don’t know? 
1 reckon that you’re wasting your time and mine. See 
Dynamite in the jnoming and you can save yourself all this 
trouble. But I can tell you right now. mister, that if you’re 
aiming to persuade him into throwing a scrap you’ve got more 
than a tough job in front of you. Donnelly wasn’t made 
that way.” 

“Quite an orator, aren’t you? Watch your step, Gregory, 
or you'll talk yourself into a sudden death, and a very early 
grave. I’m giving you one last chance—and that’s something 
[ very rarely hand to anybody. Where is Dynamite Donnelly 
living? 1 want to see him to-night. So what? ' 

“You know his manager. You know his trainer. Kilin-r 
of ’em could tell you what you want to know if they Aould. 
So why not get on the blower, have a few words with them. 

and save yourself a lot of trouble? ” 

“ I’d have done that long ago if it would have suited me. 
But it didn’t suit me. And that’s v.hy I told my hoys to collect 
you. Talk—or die.” 

“Die? Mister, are you aiming to rub me out lor saying 
nothing about things about which 1 know nothing? That 
sounds more than a bit crazy.” 

“ All right.” The man sighed heavily, sounded almost bored 
and weary as he remarked, “Take him away, hoys. You know 
what to do with him. I can t waste any more of my time. 
Gregory, this is the last time you’ll talk to The Dealer, or to 
anybody else. It seems a pity. You’re very young. But it 
can’t be helped. You had your chance. You waul to die. 

Don’t blame me.” 

Phil Gregory was going to -peak again when a .••■arl v.a- 
whipped round his mouth and something era-died on his head. 
Streaming lights soared before lii- eyes, rockets flashed before 
him, a dull red seemed to blanket his vision, and after that 
everything was black. Gregory had taken a more savage knock 
than could ever have been plastered on him by a human 
hand. The youngster was falling to the ground when he wa- 
gripped by the arras. His body was a- limp as a sack of 
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wet flour as he was carried out of the garage. But he knew 

Consciousness came back to Phil Grigory minutes later. 
He felt sick, a crimson haze seemed to blanket his eyes, and 
hammers were pounding inside his head. His tongue was 
intolerably dry, and he could sense rather than feel the warm 
blood as it trickled down his nostrils, dribbled over Ins lips. 
Some time passed before he became conscious of a rolling 
motion and decided that he must be in a car. Beyond that 
thought his bemused brain refused to carry him. It seemed 
that things were mostly unimportant, that the staggering pain 
in his head eclipsed everything else. He groaned slightly 
as the rolling motion ceased, a rough hand gripped him by 
flic back of the collar and dragged him from the car. He 
opened his tired eyes, saw nothing. The darkness was intense. 
And the feeling of sickness grew and grew within him. It 
seemed that his troubles were passing from his head to his 
stomach. Even that thought did not trouble him greatly. He 
had passed beyond the state in which ordinary concern meant 

anything. , . . , , 

He knew in a distant manner that his body was being 

carried. He could feel the lurching treads of the men carrying 
him. His aching body twitched convulsively. Gregory heard 
a rough voice call out: 

“ Watch your step. The swine is cyming round. Give him 
another crack.” 

Phil’s weariness, sickness, pain were such that although he 
understood the words they meant nothing in his small life. 
Edie Samuels he had long since forgotten. She might have 
been a forgotten relic from a distant past. Curiously enough. 
Edie was developing the same thought herself as she ordered 
a third cup of tea, commenced to reflect upon the grievous 
failings of men in general, and Phil Gregory in particular. 
An hour before she thought she had the world at her feet. 
Now it seemed that her world was a well of loneliness. So 
n few minutes later she flung hack her neatly shaped head 
with a defiant jerk, paid her chit and stalked out of the 
cafe striving to show the passers-by a picture of a girl who 
could take it. And five minutes later she was sobbing in 
Regent’s Park! 

At about the time when the policewoman was asking Edie 
Samuels to dry her tears and recite^ the full story of her woes, 
her boy friend was being invited to do ratber more than 
unburden bis heart, rest lii? head upon a sympathetic chest. 
He was still vaguely conscious, knew that his head was being 
vigorously shaken, heard a distant voice calling to him: 
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“ Spill all you know, sonny, or sit back and take it. I 
don’t mind either way. But I’d like to think that I d giver* 
vou a really fair break.” 

In some vague manner Phil Gregory knew that somebody 
was saying their piece to him. Beyond that thought hi^ 
dimmed brain wouldn’t carry him. 

“This is your last chance,” said the man. "Do you talk 
or do you stay dumb for ever? I've wasted cnoygh time on 

you, Gregory. , • »-»• •» 

“ What the hell is the good ot talking to me? asked Phil. 

“I’ve told you over and over again that I don t know what 

you want to know.” ...... 

“All right.” The man sighed almost wearily. His right 

arm swung in an arc. A blackjack crashed into the base 

of Gregory’s skull. The youngster gave a trivial sob. a 

convulsive shudder. Then he was still. The two men with 

him looked at the corpse-like form for a minute. One ot 

them even managed a nervous laugh. The other was biting 

hi* lip. . , „ , , „ ., 

“ Let’s finish the job and get to hell out of here, said one 

of them. Without further comment they seized Phil Gregory 

by the shoulders, by the ankles. Once, twice they swung him 

in the air as though about to heave a sack of coal. Then his 

body soared away from them. There was a loud splash. A 

slight ripple came towards them. Phil Gregory laded away 

under the dark water of the Regent Canal. . . . 

Five minutes later the men stood in a Camden town saloon 
bar taking a couple of double Scotches to celebrate a neat 
job’ well performed. As one of them remarked in the_most 

casual tones: » 

14 That’s the way to hand out a one-way pass out. lney 

never come back.” 


CHAPTER TWO 

LEATHER PUSHING 

Km Parkin staggered, slugged into a daze, lighting away 
from the black mist clouding his eyes, the Kid moved into a 
clinch. But his arms had lost their fire, and the tired muscles 
failed to stop the avalanche of deadly hooks. Blows were 
falling on his short ribs with the terrible power of a 
trip-hammer. The ring spun crazily before his glazed eyes, 
the ropes swirled in a mad dance, and his knees turned to 
jelly and slid away—away. \ V 
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“ One,” intoned the referee. Dynamite Donnelly flexed his 
aims on the corner ropes and waited. He knew only too 
well that his evening’s work was over. Men of ordinary flesh 
and blood couldn’t take the stuff that Parkin had had plastered 
round his ribs and then come back for more. He knew that 
if the Kid was conscious enough to realise anything he must 
feel like an accident. The huge Albert Hall crowd fidgeted. 

“ Two—three—four.” Dynamite watched the referee’s hand 
moving slowly towards the long count. Parkin twisted on 
the floor of the ring, groping in the dark. The Kid was 
plucky, as game as they make them. Through the swirl in 
his head he was fighting his way back to consciousness, 
struggling to achieve some sense of balance, dragging his 
leaden feet towards his body. Time seemed to stand still. 

** Five—six—seven.” Donnelly frowned heavily as he 
watched Parkin moving. He didn’t want the Kid to come 
back for any more. Fighting was the breath of life to 
Donnelly, but he was no butcher. Poor Parkin! Why didn’t 
he lie where he was, safe and comfortable? What did it 
matter if ten thousand fight fans wanted the fight to run on? 
Donnelly became more anxious. There's no sense in walking, 
bleary eyed and as wide open as a house, into two packages 
of dynamite wrapped up in four-ounce gloves. 

Clang! End of the fourth round. Kid Parkin had beaten 
the count. While three seconds dragged the unhappy fighter 
to his comer Donnelly lounged over to the seat that had just 
been pushed through the ropes. His eyes were bright, his 
breathing even, his nerves steady. 

“ How are you feeling. Dynamite? ” asked his trainer. Spike 
Arthur, as he ran his nimble, practised fingers over the boxer’s 
flexing muscles, 

“ Easy, Spike. But. Lordy, I wish one of the nitwits in 
Parkin’s corner would use their dome, and throw in the towel. 
It looks as though they want me to kill him because he’s 
game. That boy’s taken more than is good for him. Shall 

I give him a rest during the fifth. Spike, or do you reckon 

it might be better to take him and finish the party? ” 

“ Hand him a slumber punch, boy. The Kid will fade out 
with a push. You needn’t land him one that’ll plant him 
in a casualty ward. There’s no need at all to unwrap a 
haymaker. He’s in such a fog now that I wouldn’t like you 
to bust him to beat him. Still, take it your own way.” 

Dynamite nodded. He could see the sense in the trainer's 

comments. I! he gave Kid Parkin an easy ride for a round 

he’d freshen up, come back full of guts for another beating. 

II <! 1)c kinder to finish the fight. The Kid was sniffing at 
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the smelling salts, fumbling hi- way back to ™lHy. Hc 
meant to go down fighting. He moved forward hesitantly 
dt the ring of the bell, indomitable courage forcing hi, body 

Donnelly swerved away from a pawing left lead It was 
easy to miss. Then he measured Parkin with a fast hook, 
and came across to the Kid's jaw with a hall hearted right 
cr0 q S The Kid heard the roar of a dynamo in his head, 

then a blanket clouded his brain and he , pltch * d1 Jjjj* 

downwards on the canvas. The referee waved to Parkins 
downwar as u?c less as an attempt to stem the 

Atlantic waves. Before the seconds could clamber through the 
r00 es Donnelly slid him arms round his fallen foe, picked him 
up P with astonishing ease and carried him over to the corner. 

P L yin, on the rubbing table in the small dressing-room ten 
minutes later, Donnelly was listening to a blistering tirade 
from his trainer. Spike Arthur was small and sender. 

„r,pt.r it » 

^vwAnd- 'sjrts&'urtZ sc 

venomously: You re crazy. • . , f _ nr ; er ? T know 

Tat a T reckon ^rV3u.\ou telling me. / Dynamite 
31 you’re ou/of the 

P “th 9 ’tl.e M "ood th news? Shall the lovelorn lad dash to hts 

to-night ‘yott 'told nmtha. Ki^ Parkin w..6re £ Mmrtunm 

coated‘.he" Toney, and this U the moment 

Tnd say i^tlc gentleman. Pm doing 

a quick drift.” He had trained Donnelly since 

Spike groaned Ai* Y- pounds apiece were 

the man: 
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“Well, maybe you’re right, sonny. But we’d better get 
this straight. For three years we’ve been ploughing a hard 
furrow, fighting and fighting for a crack at the champion. 
Noiv we can’t be more than a couple of bouts away from it. 
After what you’ve done to-night the papers are bound to 
give us a lift, and then we’re dead in line for a smack at 
Glen Murphy’s title. Of course, they’ll land you into another 
scrap or two before you get Glen into the ring, but I can t 
sec any leather slinger in the way who could cause you much 
trouble. Lad, it is on the cards for you to get into the ring 
with Murphy. That’s what you want, isn’t it? That’s what 
you seem to have been praying for night and day for three 
year>r 

" You’ve said it.” was the terse comment. The boxer 9tared 
at Arthur’s rugged face. Donnelly’s hands were clenched, 
his lips pressed in a thin line, the powerful muscles taut, 
outlined against his white flesh. Spike, scarred with the 
mark* of a hundred battles, remembered his own fervour in 
the day- when he had hunted the champion, used to lie in 
bed dreaming about the fight that was to come. He knew 
how Dynamite felt. 

“ Then, lad.” he said. “ he fair to me, and listen to my 
point of view for a minute. You fought Kid Parkin to fill 
up the hill, to warm people up for the big fight. You don’t 
need me to tel! you what the crowd has come here for 
to-night. In twenty minutes Glen Murphy will he in the 
ring fighting Max School. Just think that out. School i< 
getting the chance that you want. Here’s your big moment 
to watch Murphy, study everything he does, learn how* to 
heat him. study your way into the title. And yon want 
to miss the fight so that you can rush along to your girl 
friend! Bless me. hoy. can't you sec her to-morrow, and 
the next day, and the next? Be sane! 

“May he you're right, old timer.” said Donnelly, reluctantly. 

I reckon I’d better telephone Mac. and tell her that I'm 
‘taying on here for a while.” 

Ten minutes later he sat with Spike Arthur in the huge 
hall. Tim fight of the evening was due to start. An odd 
tingle of excitement seemed to course through the vast crowd. 
No person with knowledge of the fighting game need have 
been told that a championship was on the line. They could 
have fell it without being in any way psychic. ' 

Glen Murphy had not earned his sobriquet of “ The Terrible 
Irishman’' for nothir.r. A two-fisted cyclone, rugged as 
granite, tarrying sleeping draughts in both hands, he had 
torn through the ranks of challengers like fire advancing 
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through dry wood. As a fighter, veterans of the ring 
compared him with such giants as Terry McGovern, Kid 
Lavigne, Battling Nelson. No man earning his living inside 
the roped square could earn greater tribute than that. 

Donnelly did not have much time in which to study 
Murphy’s methods. The champion started from the first bell 
with the deadly precision of a real workman. Schoel wilted 
before the terrible barrage of flying gloves. His defence was 
ripped to ribbons under the fury ot the attack. Midway 
through the second round it was painfully apparent that 
Schoel was ready for the cleaner. In four minutes his 
strength, skill and pluck were mattered to the winds. A 
-hoit right jab caught him under the heart. Murphy, 
unmarked and happy, waited for the final count, waved a 
departing hand to the excited crowd, slid through the ropes, 
walked along the gangway. That was his usual exit. But 
his opponents seldom walked to their dressing-rooms without 
assistance! Schoel was helped out by his seconds |# 

“ And now, my young fire-eater, ’ said Spike Arthur, what 
have you got to say about that lot? Ever seen a prettier 
beating-up in your short, sweet life? Urdy, when Murphy 
hit- ’em they certainly stay hit! I reckon he s about the 
best piece of fighting machinery I’ve ever set my eyes on 
Dynamite Donnelly was silent for a time, gaang almost 
vacantly at the empty ring. He turned to h.s trainer, smiled 

“"“When I meet Glen Murphy the folks are going to get 
real value for their money.” The tone was quietly confident 
without being conceited. “ ll isn't much good trying to box 
a ,ou»h bloke like Glen. He certainly can slug. And when 
mv turn comes there’ll he two of us in the ring playing at 
the same game. No pretty stuff for me when I meet that 

UA .: Y„u’li need all that you’ve got that night." said Spike. 
He rose to his feet and started for the dressing-rooms, 
Donnellv treading at his heels. The trainer touched Dynamite 
on "he shoulder, wl.isperc-d, ” Wait a second son. Here comes 

fnirv Peter Stader. complete with son and heir. 

y The g °b°oxe al ^„c P d C to smile towards his hacker. Stader had 
r , Kinrf . |,j<; earliest days, putting down the side 

smkel for every fight as Donnelly climbed the ladder. Erect, 
, | ver haired, and smiling. Stader came towards h.s protege 
with an outstretched hand. By his side stood M.chael Stader. 
well groomed, debonair, very much the man about town, very 
much 8 the wealthy son of indulgent parents. He smiled 

distantly. 
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'* Congratulations, Donnelly,” said the father, gripping his 
hand. “You put up a great fight. I’m still wondering 
whether Kid Parkin knows yet what really did hit him. Oddly 
enough, it didn't strike me that you were going all out after 
the first two rounds. Had you hurt your hand at all? ” 

** No. sir, but after I’d handed the Kid a few jolts I didn't 
think that he could travel far, 60 I decided to ease up for a 
spell.” 

“ I’m not at all certain that you're right, Donnelly.” said 
Michael Stader. ** and in any event it doesn’t pay a pugilist 
to get sympathetic. Remember that in your line, you get paid 
for taking a hiding—or giving one.” 

“ Nobody io going to pay me for being unnecessarily cruel,” 
said the fighter, quietly. “I’m a hoxer, not a torturer. 
Purkin was clean out.” 

For a few seconds there was an awkward silence. Peter 
Stader coughed self-consciously and ended the embarrassing 
pause by asking: 

“And now that you’ve »een him. what d’you think about 
the great Murphy? ” 

“ He’s good, Mr. Stader. Only a fool would argue about 
that. No man is going to take his title from him without 
thinking that he’s never been in a fight before. Murphy is 
a wonderful champion. He’s got everything.” 

“ Not getting the jitters, are you? ” asked Michael Stader. 
Donnelly stared at the man. The contempt in the glance 
was unmistakable. 

“ I’m anxious to know whether you think you can beat 
him.” said the father. “ Don’t think that I’m losing any of 
my confidence in you. lad. I am not, and when the day 
comes round aud we have a clmnce to match you with Murphy 
you’ll find my monev waiting on the table. Rut cart von beat 
him? ” 

“ I think so. At any rate, Murphy will find he’s not the 
only one in the ring who doesn’t object to a slight slamming 
match. You can bet your last penny that the scrap won't 
last for six rounds—whichever one was carried out of the 
ring. I’ve always said that no real fighters with guts, strength 
to take all that comes, and power in both hands, should ever 
win on points. Somehow. 1 reckon that Murphy has got 
pretty much that view.” 

•V)l right.” said Stader. “ Both of you come along to my 
office in the morning, and we’ll see what can be done about 
fixing up your next fight.” 

Father and son strode away. Spike and his charge collected 
their kit from the dressing-room and -l,tried for the exit. 
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said Arthur. '* l'n 



\h, v .11. now we ran interview that 


“ And nov; for some grub a? rn>' 

“TndT'wi remember «l«—■ «f my la-1 aval 

ha ThTmen hailed a call !»«>•• >»•= Ian ''~ °“ 

■ * Spike." -aid Donnelly. ‘I'm wondering who 1 throw (la 

-loves ✓rat. 1 that ,«««» that be would let me take 

a cravat Punch Murray. He'd U a hrst-rate bloke to 
loe on while I’m warming up i«r Mmphy. 

Maybe I’m wrong, but I’d -ay that you re about rH.m 
with your first guess. Now that wo ve left Kid Partem beh »d 
u « there’s only Murray and \r» Walter- between you and that 
championship fight. Funny, i-n’t it? To me it. doesn t seem 
long since every scrapper in tin- country stood in the way of you 
throwing gloves at Glen. We've certainly been getting pla v-.. 

•‘You know all there is lo know about steering; a lad along 
Spike. There wouldn’t hav. been any limelight lor me il 

it hadn't hern for you. ....... . .. 

“ Rubbish. You had what if need-. All 1 did v.a- hand!. 

it. That’s all.” 

“ And that’s plenty. 

Thev laughed at* they w;AUd up tK path to .^p»kes ho.**-. 
There' was no need for th.-m to ring the hell. The .rout 
door crashed back and Jean Arthur, the trainer a daughter, 
jumped down the steps to meet them. She was small, but 
her frame seemed packed with concentrated energy Cradled 
in fitness and the fighting game her clear skin lively bW 
, ves, elastic step, curly brown ban told a story of a healthy 
mind in a healthy body. Many, many times she had strode 
dl.mg at the side of Donnelly when he was doing his road 

work over miles of rough country'. 

“Hello Dad—hello. Don,” she called, “’fthats the little 
» rror been doing to Kid Parkin to-night? You won? What, 
another kayo? Daddy, 1 don’t think you ought to let fierce 
men like Don inside our quiet little house.” 

Seizing them by the arm*, she hustled them into .he 
dining-room. Belli men stared at the meal awaiting them, 
sat down with contented sighs. They had been eating for a 
few minutes when a deafening knock sounded on the front 
door Jean glared at the clock and frowned. It was after 
eleven. She was rising to her feet when her father rose, 
headed for the door. A moment later Joan and Don heard 
excited voices in the passage. The fighter jumped to hi- 

feet and hurried from the room. 

Spike Arthur wa« facing a short, middle-aged man. I he 
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visitor had a muffler round his neck, a cap pulled down over 
his eyes. Dynamite 6aw that the man was quivering violently. 

“ I want to know what you can tell me about it,” shouted 
the man. 

“Donny,” said Arthur, ’’better brace yourself to take a 
shock. This is Phil Gregory’s father. We’ve been worried to 
hell for the last three days wondering what had happened 
to the kid. Now we know. They took his body from the 
canal about an hour ago. It wasn’t suicide, and it wasn’t 
any accident. Phil was murdered! The body had been 
knocked about, and he had been coshed. What have the 
police got to say about it, Mr. Gregory? ” 

“ Nothing much. I reckon they'll be around here to sec 
you both at any minute. All they told me was that the 
boy had been murdered. I thought you two would know 
more about it than anybody. That’s why I’m here.” 

I’m damned sorry,” said Don. “ He was a great kid. 
I’ve never known the lad to get into any sort of trouble. So 
why pick on him? I’m dazed. The last I saw' of him was 
three days ago when he left the gym after travelling two or 
three rounds with me. I’ve been worried ever since. I know 
the kid had a few pounds on him—but that doesn’t explain a 
murder. Can you tell me of anything that, we can do, 
Mr. Gregory? We’re only too anxious to help.” 

“ There’s something you can do.” said the father grimly. 

find out for me who killed the boy, give me his name and 
address, and then leave the rest to me. Then there'll be 
another murder before I’m through with this lot.” 

‘‘Don’t lose your head,” warned Spike Arthur. “You'll be 
more use to the police if you try to take it on the chin. If 
there is anything at all that we can do you’ve only got to 
let us know. It is no good us telling you that we’re upset 
and sorry about the poor lad. You know that already.” 

Gregory turned round abruptly, vanished into the night. 
Donnelly was white faced when he returned to the room, jean 
Arthur stared at him. 

‘ \\ hat’s wrong, Donny? You look as though you’ve been 
■seeing ghosts.” 

' I'm not too happy, kid. A friend of mine has met with 
an accident. Well, I think the time has come for us to hit 
the hay. Sleep well” 

l or an hour the boxer turned and twisted on his bed. Phil 
Gregory’s fare kept drifting before his eyes, memories of 
moments with the youngster crowded through his brain 

;~ir? 3,1 Ta ? uW . sce nothin e in Gregory’s life 
hat should have landed him into any trouble. Dawn was 
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and fight 

'C'aX 

anothet hou i, t v £' ,a« 

,aid. “You look-a* ‘^“"^tTe'wionT'end™®‘the fight la-t 
^I r ,t aS Anybody^ would think .ha, you were a gallant leer 

instead of an ®1 ““ j> m lying; on bad news, Jean. 

*: \ Tnh n“Je a bite of breakfast and 

gel round to my own dump. a (ew days. 

••You’d be better «0 f ca „., b e doing you any 

L.vmg m that P»W «• ^ ^ always hateJ you hanging 

A tha, Place, and you know you’re walking .nto an open 

Vou' rf* U would cause 

well she wasn’t thinking about Gregory at all. 

> TntThL 0 pace <1 qu!ckerted C 'as he 

feu ldsT'nga filling. As he entered the vestibule he nodded 

'"^n'^l-at “an fo’r me since I left here? Any 

P '-* No C si! 6 'Congratulations on your performance last night. 

1 read ’about it this morning. It must have been a great scrap 

Mt wa^lean from start to finish. And that’s hmv I like 

Vn n „ » tnn v t i ie lift to the third floor, walked along the 
J^r'Lk J his key, opened the flat door Then he 
stared wide-eyed, passed a slightly tremhlmg hand across b,s 
forehead, took another look. 

The flat consisted of a dining-room, bathroom bedroom. 
The doors were all open. And the three rooms looked a- 
hough a bomb had dropped on them Carpets were torn up. 
pictures pulled from the walls, furniture smashed, wallpaper 
• lashed, letters and papers were strewn on the floor. 

“ And they said,” muttered Dynamite Donnelly, that I M 
had no callers! I reckon this week must have been done by 

i ■_ »* 


CHAPTER THREE 

BEWILDERING HOURS 


Oonnelly raced down the three flights of stairs to the 
vestibule, took the reception clerk by the arm, pulled him 
iiom his chair, spattered: 

“And you told me that I’d had no callers. Come and take 

in* ghost^ °i don’d"” ^ ^ ^ wIiether you realIy Relieve 

The startled man was thrust up the stairs, stumbling each 

to T)nnn P ,| '‘^r. ^7 J* 1 " 0 t0 * 8t ° P flt the enlran Ce 

lo Donneliys (lat. 1 he clerk took one quick look; breath 
gasped from him, and he shrugged his shoulders, 

tin asked™ 131 °” C3rth d ° y ° U know ahout that, Mr. Donnelly? ” 

Nothing. And that's why I yanked you up here. What 
do you know about it?” 

The startled clerk pulled himself away from the boxer’s 
with a 00 tremb)in m g 0 hJd 00k “ debri3 ’ Str ° ked his forehead 

Z b Z n i r du,y -, 1 don t mean 1 >'=>«"■' seen any one-just 
that all the people passmg through are living i„ the block 

^ “ d Don’t C h" dn 1 , amo , a ,7 of > m for ,hi9 - could y°»? ” 

anybody Caulrl t\"' - a ^ dy ' Im ready to start blaming 

talk to him Tell ,’h n,glU P ° rlCr from his hed - 1 want to 
C, °JT;, If. lhe mana 6 er to see me here right away. 

Tl, y t P ah ° mCan hurr y- Jerk into it.” 

, cItrk d| d not wait for any further instructions He 

<^r nTnncllv’ th f° Ugh gIad , t -° ,he chance of waging an 
\ t. Donnelly s face was white as he stared at the wreckaee 

I pea°r r ed ,hr The VmlT d ^ hefor e the pudgy f^d ” 
‘‘Good Lo It T’ ed U hand t0 ' vards ^ins. 

>ou been doing here" ” What earth have 

hif Si bU hi ® lipS * a Iow rmnble sounded deep down in 

inartieulate. ‘'You rw'Ihrl <b 'ing? He sounded almost 

st,, ff to pass away an idlV o^ C smashed U P m y own 

♦i >p * k j iaie moment? 

happened? ” n0t * Perhaps ,lot - Th ‘ n what do von suppose has 
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•• Search me! That’s a job I intend to leave with you. And 
unless I get an answer pretty soon there’ll be trouble—and 
you'll be smack in the real centre of it. All I can tell you 
is that I left the door locked, that I walked out at seven last 
night, that I came back ten minutes ago. Some of your staff 
must know plenty. ThalV why I leave the job with you. Make 
a start while I look around. I dunno yet what is missing. 


Go to it.” 

But I’m a manager, not a detective. \V hat on earth do 

you think I can do? ” , 

“Just discover what happened—that s all. 1 can do the 
rest. 1 ou’ve got a detective of sorts who looks after your 
blocks of flats. Grab him on the blower, tell him that !•«■*.- 
wanted here with his massive brain at once. 

“Certainly, certainly. I’ll do that at once. He might be 

able to help.” , , , 

“That’s his job, isn't it? Well, don t stand there gaping 

at the wreckage as though you’re studying to be a house 
demolisher. Start your sleuth at work, and fire a few questions 
at your night staff. Whoever made this mess cnuldn t have 
done it without making some sort of an uproar. And all your 
staff can’t be deaf and blind. Now start your iret moving. 

Ge (’he° manager headed towards the lift. Donnelly walked 
slowly into the flat. Five minutes later he was more 
bewildered than ever. Plenty of his stuff was wrecked the 
damage was extensive, but he couldn t figure out that anything 
bad been taken from the place. And that did not make 
sense. Unless a drunk or a maniac had caused the riot, what 

was the object? . u \ . * 

“Excuse me,” said the (nan in the doorway, but 1 

understand that you are in Some sort of trouble I am Sam 
Grace, the house detective, Wood you mrnd telling me what 
all this is about, and then I^nught be able to help. 

Dynamite stared at the small wizened man with no friendly 

ey ‘Ve na ,ell 6d vou? Use your head, Grace. If I knew the 
answers do you think for a moment that I d have sent foi 
Z’ This is your big moment to pull a real Sherlock Holmes 
Sfirt where I am now—and that is just nowhere. 
u A jj right. Tell me what you know, and I’ll see what can 

^^‘^hat’s^easy. I left at seven last night. I locked the door 
, . a GU arter of an hour ago I returned. The door 

^iU me iock A ed qUa r e c r a r into the fl.Efo.md things jus, as 
they are now. That’s the end of my story. 
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*' Doesn’t seem to help very much. I’ll take a look around. 
Before I start you might tell ine one or two things. You have 
a key to the flat, the staff carry a master key. Can you 
mention any other person who has a key? ” 

’* There is one other person,” said Donnelly, “ and you can 
count them out right from the start. I’d he more likely to 
wreck the place myself, Grace.” 

“ Maybe, but I'd like tu know who this person is. There 
i" always a chance that the key might have been stolen from 
them, might have been lost.” 

“ An outside chance. The person is Miss Mae Terrence, 
my fiancee. Since a number of the damaged articles have 
been given to me by her as presents I don’t think it likely 
that she’d have caused the wreck. Make a start.” 

“ Excuse me.” said Sam Grace, poking his head to one 
"ide with the quick, perky action of a sparrow, “ but have you 
had any trouble with the lady.” 

He saw* flic muscles twitch on the fighter’s face, hastened to 
add: 

“ Gf course, a purely routine question, as you might imagine. 
In our line we are forced tr• ask most embarrassing questions 
from time to time.” 


‘‘ I understand. Yes we’ve had our rows like all other 
engaged people, but they’ve always been trivial, nothing on 
a scab; to cause this lot. 1 think you’d better start throwing 
your questions at the members of the staff. After all, as you 
<ay, they have got a master key for this flat.” 

Ti ll me. ha< anything of any real value has been stolen, 

Mr. Donncllv? ” 

* 

That’s the screwy thing about if. There’s nothing missing 

'V' far as 1 know - k,n<i caller only dropped in to wreck 

the happy home somewhat.” 

‘‘ And can you think of any reason why a member of the 
'•faff should do that? Is there any had feeling between you 
and them, any serious friction? ” 

“ None at all. I've always found them very pleasant and 
v.illmtr. T donj imagine that they’ve found me difficult. No. 
there’s no motive there. Grace.” 

“1 <ec from the papers that you won your fight last night. 

.. an , " l,,a ,hc have caused some ill feeling, 

nuglif have caused some man who’d taken the loser’s end of 
' gamble to get his own hack this way? ” 

u :Xr\ 5n i V0Ur lifo! That <cra P vas the straightest ever 

, 1 [ cckon ' ou forget that as an angle. You’d be 

huting at the air. So what? ” “ D 

-Trnnhle i«. Mr. Donnelly, that this looks as though some 


23 


STAND IP AND FICHT 

opvjon with a real grievance against you has been playing the 
of a dtjmned fool-ami I don’t know enough about your 
personal affairs to collect any sort of a line on that angle. 

All this leaves me pretty much in the mire. . 

‘•And me-but your job is detecting, and mine 6 scrapping. 

I know my job. If you really know yours I m betting that 

you’ll be learning things.” , , . ,, 

> Donnelly took a hat from the sideboard, smacked it on the 

back of his head and started towards the door. 5am Grace 

'^Migln I^lfwliere you're going now? It might happen 
that during the next hour or two things might crop up that I 

*^You U can^fiiid me at any moment during the next hour if 
% , nv now3 . I’ll he with Miss Terrence, and you 11 

find'her listed in the ’phone book. When { }^ yC her P 8 ° r 
i>ii i pt vou know where I make my next call. 

" That suits me well. All right, Mr. Donnelly You can 

Si? SSft STbi 1 ^ - 

"^s "'the S: lU^ P as rt h: f ^= i0b *'• 

X : .fs'lo, and rile only person you’ll have to fee, 
anv regret for will be tin- bloke a, the rece.y.ng end. Ring 

the bell if I’m J^tmbed his chin once again, wondered 

Sammy Grace un<r in the ways of the world, or 

whether the fig > {or ° an open ing that might never 

whether ie ^ sp ]i t t h<* world seemed odd: to a man 

CO 'T, J'fists a romantic brain and little sense of logic, the 

’',,11.1*0 fi t . cire |,. with no circumference Sammy 

world must look cigarette, stared around the room 

flicked a match, lit a <1 j* ^ hi5 bra ; n5 t0 t)ie extent 

once again, wondering * j aw because he discovered 

of collecting 0 crack under ^ ^ ^ 

things about whu h j e rin ff whether life was fair to 

him Donnelly was- flag "‘ - n j one thought coursed through 

Mae Terrence. As he to him for not seeing 

!»:•> mind—that bed Oddly enough, he proved himself 

her on the previous nigh.. Odd'y^no ine(J 

I good guesser. In fact. » many men he had learnt the 

;oming m In* (1 ” l aying ' fists . hut he hadn’t commenced to 


coming 
aTt of evading 
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discern the world lying behind a woman’s brain. He iound 
his fiancee waiting for him. That part of the programme 
fitted in with his ideas of what a fiancee might do. Still, 
he had for so long admired the tall, svelte body, the dark 
beauty of the face, that he had forgotten the scathing tongue, 
rhe acid brain behind the frontal structure. 

“ Is this the point,” she asked, “ where I sink on my 
knees and thank you for calling to see me? Sit down, make 
yourself feel quite at home, and let me tell a few *hings 
that’ve hovered round in my mind for a while. . . .” 

For five minutes Dynamite Donnelly heard more about his 
undesirable characteristics than he had ever contemplated. 
His attempts at verbal defence were not startlingly successful. 
Every time he parted his lips to commence a song and danc* 
he felt like a scrapper swerving to plant a low set of knuckle 1 - 
tlie groin. He’d taken plenty in the ring at one time or 
another. But as he listened to the girl he realised that his 
day was still to come, that he’d never taken punishment 
before. Mae Terrence lit another cigarette, slid an elbow 
over the top of the sideboard, and remarked: 

’* Boxing, boxing, boxing! That’s all I hear about when you 
condescend to head along this way and lrave a word with 
ine. I know that you’re now very important, too important 
i<> stand the strain of a nitwit like me. But haven’t you got 
any other interest in life? Is thrashing men, and thinking 
about thrashing them, the beginning and end of your world? 
1 ve told you over and over again that I hate fighting, that 
I’ll never marry you while knocking men about is the 
beginning and end of your life. There isn’t any need for me 
u> start this old story over again. Either you give up the 
ring or you take bark the one you handed to me. You can’t 
haw it both ways. Which do you intend to do? I’m tired 
of going on Like this.” 


“But, darling,” said Donnelly, ** I’ll be fighting thf 
champion this year. 1 have wanted to do that all my life. 
Yon know that. Surely, you wouldn’t try to dive in now and 
"top me collecting that title? That doesn’t seem right.” 

‘ I’ve heard all this before. Denny. Hell, we’ve argued 
about nothing but that for months. And I’m getting too old 
to start and begin at the same spot every time. Fighting may 
be in your blood, but it isn't in mine. I know you better thar 
youd ever guess. You'd win the title, wonder what in hell 
you could take a crack at that you hadn’t won. Seems to me. 

onny, that you have some use? outside the ring. You’re, 
not too had when ir comes to a simple matter of finding 
excuses. But they don’t wear with me now.” 




SIAN n ( 4* V > I) H G H I 


\nw, kid, try to give me a i^ir break. 11 >ou i! hung en. 

i 1 . ' 1 I*..., 1. .. . 1 • L. .. » . i . ■ « ■ v it' at K t lk<>a 


• Now ki(J f try to give me « : ,km *■ -*- — 

-ay nothing, stay dumb, until I’ve had that scrap with Glen 
Murphy, I’ll promise you that the festive bells will be ringing 
ci the wedding, and when I’ve beaten him I’ll hang up the 
i .... r.... n*\\ W i rlav. Is that all rielu? 


(*i the wedding, aim wnni * " *^%**^.« 1 . 

o-]oves for ever and call it a day. Is that all right? " 

" Mae hesitated before replying. She gained a degree oi 
satisfaction from the sight of Dynamite grovelling «n front of 
her. • With a show of some indifference she paced round the 

small room for a moment. . , 

** Very well Don. I’ll lake your promise, but don t think 

>i,at you can take me up the garden path again. It yon break 

down this time von can say a fond farewell to me. l.ets make 

it quite clear. If you .lon’t stop fighting when you meet 

Murphv. whether you win or whether lie does, lin tluough. 

Now we'll say no more about it. The whole business really 

-irkens me.” , . . . 4 , .• •. 

“I know. girl. I’m sorry that you look at that angle ot it. 

We’ll forget it. Let’s talk about something cl«e lor u moment 

that might he just as serious, except that we can have a laugh 

about it. Have you ever lost that key you had to m> Hat m 

have you ever lent it to anybody. Can 1 see >t ■ 

45 What on earth are you driving at now l woiuh-r at odd 

moments whether you're^ just punch drunk, or whether you 

try to be quite offensive.” , ... 

Mac had a curious faculty for riding a high horse will. 

t;i; tlf TK’n'.mile could spar for an opening 
-r,dar sk i who , r ished to follow with the right 

with -gular^^w"m t the verba , du , k , efl him feeling 

like a man with his arms outstretched. He managed to raise 
, sni ile. patted the girl on the arm. as he remarked mipl> : 

<•' Ml the stuff in my flat lia« been torn about. \ deteetne 
i- diving into the case now. Hr wanted to knou who held 

t k,ev apart from myself.” , . , , . 

t hat so? Surelv you can be the ham-cc a pr./cuglitei 

without being a housebreaker. I think you d better .-member 
witnoui Deiiip It was on | v Lt aeuse you d 

$ me U wait'ing in the foyer of the flats for so long waiting 

for you_hanging around while you were looking after other 

interests I’ve got no interest in what you ve got then.. 

‘‘ Yoidve misunderstood me. kid. 1 only mentioned it as a 

'°“ C YoI’v( 0t got a distorted sense of humour. I can’t see 

"?ta’t 'game wrong. What I really should have said is 

He^aseiTtalking. The telephone hell was jangling. Mae 

A J <7 O 
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walked over to the instrument, spoke for an instant, then 
smacked down the receiver as though intending to reduced it 
to fragments, turned to Donnelly, and said acidly :> 

“ For the first time to-day you’ve got an important 
appointment. That was your Big White Chief on the line. 
Spike Arthur wants to know whether you could condescend 
to attend at the offices of Charles Mottram, the fight promoter, 
as soon as possible. People are already waiting for you. 
Good-bye.” 

The fighter parted his lips to say a few words. He found 
that speech is of little use in any empty room—unless you’re 
rehearsing, and that was nothing in his line of business! So 
lie collected his hat and started towards the exit. He took 
one la«t look round. Mae Terrence certainly knew how to 
make a man look and feel like a third-rate pile of bad copper?. 
The boxer caught a taxi and headed for the West End. He 
found Charles Mottram. the great fight promoter, surrounded 
by Peter and Michael Stader, Spike Arthur and a couple of 
secretaries. Mottram was fingering his gold chain. Plump 
and prosperous, his keen eye for public-drawing glove 
throwers had earned him a fair fortune. He looked in turn 
towards each man in the room. There was an appreciable 
silence before he remarked to Donnelly: 

“ We've been saying a few word before you came in. I’ll 
come to that in a minute. What 1 want to say first is that 
you men know your job, and I can reckon to know mine. 
If I lay a fight on the programme, and the public don’t fall 
for it, who pays the piper? Me. of course. There’s no 
argument. Is there? ” 

He waited for a few second-. There was no comment 
forthcoming. 

“ AH right,” he said, “ we’ll gel down to brass-tacks. 1 
know. Donnelly, that you want either Punch Murray or Ace 
Walters. Em sitting, here and now. to state that you can’t 
have ’em! Why not? Because I say so! If you want to 
fight those two hoys you find another promoter. I don’t mind 
putting you into the ring with them when I reckon the time 
ha- arrived, and is ready. So long as that’ll be clear with 
you I know where I stand. Is it right? ” 

W ho’ve you got in your mind?” asked Spike Arthur. 
^ ou know as well as I d<» that Murray and Walters 
‘•J l Uvo standing right in the line.” 

“Donnelly,” announced Mottram, 
nobody. Is it a deal? ” 

“Wait a minute—wait a mhmte.” said Spike. “Red Slade 
asn een in? de twelve stone eight pounds for a couple of 
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, ca ; ^. I doubt no w whet I km he could make thirteen btone. 
Von know that Dynamite makes eleven-six easily. If you 
svant the pair of them to on the dotted line at 

catch-weights you've got another thought coming to you. 
After all, Mr. Mottram. we’ve made plenty of money for you. 

and all that we want is a fair break” 

‘‘Don’t be in such a hurry. Spike, said the promoter. 

- I’m betting on the fact that Red Slade can make the weight. 

He tells me that he can knock Donnells for six whenever lie 
wants to. I’m ready to give Slade a chance. If you're 
frightened to match your lad just *a> -o. I ll very soon hud 
a boy who isn’t a quitter. I'm giving you the chance. Take 

it or leave it.” . , „ 

“ Mottram.” said Dynamite, slowly, you know damned will 

I'm no quitter.” 

‘•Now. now. now,” interrupted Peter Sluder, this son rd 
argument gets us nowhere. Spike, if Red Slade agree?, to 
pay forfeit if he can’t make the^ weight, are you prepared to 

sign a contract here and now? ” .... 

w All right, Mr. Stader. But I want no dirty business. 

There’s got to be a real guarantee. How^much would yen 
-ay. Mr. Mottram? I don’t want pennies.” 

A hundred pounds, if that suits you,” said the promoter. 

“ Make it two hundred.” said Spike grimly. “ I don t like 

this lay-out.” . , 

‘ Right” said Mottram. ‘ Two hundred it is. tight is at 

the White City in five weeks. Donnelly gets four hundred for 

a win, three hundred for a draw, two hundred if he lose-. 

Sign on the line. I’ll look after Slade a name. 

Surely,” said Spike. “Slade wouldn t mind placing a 

-idestake? ” .... 

I don’t think he cares very much, replied Mottram. n<- 

trdd me he’d be quite satisfied to give Donnelly a thrashing. 

Mavbe he’s fighting for a grudge. Who knntw. Scrappers 

arc'funny cattle. Come along, sign these coni rad - and 11 

move along. Are you still waiting for that crack a! Wen 

Murphy, Donnelly? Brave little man. Sign right away. l.H s 

tiet it over.” 

Their pens flickered over the contract-. Mottram placed 
them in his pocket, waved a hand, vanished through t i- < xit 
door. Outside the office Spike looked worried and .iiimou-. 
He knew the glove game as well a- other men know their 
right hands, and he hud a nose for trouble likely to make a 
bloodhound appear scentless. And now lie could see trouble 
looming in large and unpleasant quantities. Donnelh wa- 
blitbely whistling. 
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“ You haven't pot much to whistle about,” growled Arthur. 

“ I wish to hell that we hadn’t been mugs enough to sign 
that contract. It’s blind crazy.” 

“ Co and have a Turkish bath to get the vapour out of 
your head,” said Dynamite. “ What’n hell have you got to 
worry about in any case? The money is good, and Red Slade 
isn’t what he used to be. Eat, laugh and be merry—for 
to-morrow we shall win. There’s a damned good motto for 
you. Spike.” 

“Donny,” said Arthur gravely, “you don’t know this fight 
racket as 1 do. If this fight with Red Slade i6 on the level 
then my name is Jack Dempsey. I can smell raw deals, 
and this one strikes my nostrils like the blast from a plate 
of peeled raw onions. I reckon this is your Waterloo.” 

“You re getting old and peevish, old timer. Drift along 
home and ask Joan to plant something on a plate that’ll drive 
suspicions from your mind. Motfram’s isn't the sort to smash 
me for the sake of Red Slade. I.ordy, lie knows which bloke 
is the more likely to draw in the heavy metal.” 

s l>ike Arthur paced along for a few seconds without 
speaking. I In n he "topped abruptly on the pavement, laid 
a hand on Donnelly's shoulder and said: 

*’ r)on ’t Set me all wrong, youngster. I’ve forgotten more 
ul.o.ii this game than you ever knew. You’ve got something 
apurt from your fists and an iron body. You’ve got a 
headpiece that works at odd moments. Well, use that dome 
of yours for a moment, and take an earful of what I’ve got 
to say. Then you might work things out as I’m looking at 
’em. Unless you’re balmy.” 

“Ill toki th** risk. Spike. T,el*s hear these pearls of 
wisdom.” 

Oh, it won t lake me Jong. Red Slade was us weak as a 
chicken when he last fought as a middle-weight two years 
ago. He told me himself then that he couldn’t train down 
under twelve "tone whatever he did. The last time he fought 
as a middh . a goop of -wrapper »cnt him nose first to the 
canvas in thr* • rounds. A kitten could have pawed Slade 
about, hollow me? Right. Donny. Next thing is that Slade 
puts on more than a stone, comes back into the ring again. 
Vt that weight he was as strong as a bullock, and os crafty 
a ' < co [ ne * So what happened then? Nothing, except that 
)«' couldn’t fight clean. Red's suspension by the British 
Hoard of Boxing Control only expired last week. He’s a 
■i'fty lighter from the top of his head to his toe-nails. Whoever 
made Red Slade forgot to put a conscience into him. And 
" ’ "k*' "' lt> couldn't make the weight without being a babe 
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and suckling, the scrapper who could never fight without 
pulling all the fast tricks out of the bag, is now offering to 
fight you at a weight that he couldn’t make if Mottram gave 
him a thousand to do it. And he’ll pay two hundred forfeit! ” 
“Sounds odd,” said Dynamite, “but I’ll look after him. 
Now I’ve got some real trouble to face. So I’ll get along to 
my place. I’ll give you a ring later in the day. Then you 
can tell me all your woes, unloose your sobs.” 

They parted company. Donnelly headed immediately for 
his flat. Sam Grace nodded towards him. smiled wryly and 

handed over a note, remarking: , 

“Came for you twenty minutes ago. And it isn t a telegram. 

Take a look.” 

The fighter tore open the envelope, read the typewritten 
words: 

“Just to let you know that you will never fight for the 
championship. If mv advice is of any use, preserve your 

health by packing up.—T he Dealer.” 

Dynamite read twice through the words before they meant 

anything to him. 


CHAPTER FOUR 

WORRYING MOMENTS 

The boxer stuffed the short note into his pocket. Sam Grace 
was staring at him with an amused glance, r-corned quite 
casual as he asked quietly: 

“ That got anything to do with your flat being knocked 
about a bit? ” 

•* Nothing—at least, I don’t think so. Tell me, Sherlock, 
what has your great brain discovered while I’ve been 
wandering abroad? Can you tell me now on whose jaw I pin 
the slumber punch? Or haven’t you got that far? ” 

“Sit down, Mr. Donnelly, and let me talk to you as one 
man to another. I want you to forget what my job might be. 
And I’m forgetting who you are. So well let those two facts 
ride for themselves. There are times during the days when 
I’ve been a detective when I’ve unearthed things that’d have 
been better left sunk. You remember the newly rich man 
who spent five thousand pounds on having his family tree 
uncovered, and another ten thousand on having it buried again? 
Well, that’s the sort of thing I mean.” 

“ f can’t follow von men who hand out riddles. What are 

you getting at? ” 
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“Jusi this—that I’m sure that the staff had nothing to do 
with thi' wreckage. That can only mean that it was done by 
some per.-on well known to you. And I can’t get down to 
the bottom of it without making a few inquiries that you and 
your friends might find a little embarrassing.” 

1 see. AH right, Mr. Grace, we’ll let sleeping dogs lie 
for the moment. I am very grateful for what you’ve done— 
and for the tactful way in which you’ve done it. Now let's 
talk about something else. You’ve just handed me a note. 
The message is interesting. But I can’t pretend to know the 
first thing about it. Who brought it? What is the history 
•ii the back of it? ” 

‘‘There isn’t much I can say. It was handed to me by a 
boy from the office below with the message that it had just 
been handed in for you. Beyond that there’s nothing that 
1 can usefully tell you. Remember, Mr. Donnelly, that 
you’re in the centre of the limelight at the moment. And 
lor that you very often have to pay fairly heavy prices. I 
hope that you never walk into any trouble like that. But 
remember what I’ve told you. and watch your step.” 

The little man struck a match, lit a smoke, eyed the boxer, 
and added: 


“ And there’s no need for me to mention something that 
could ]ov C my job for me. but I think I’d get out of here 
ii I stood in your shoes. Maybe it isn’t within the knowledge 
main people that you re here. But a couple cause more 
iban a spot of bother if they want to. Don’t say anything to 
my bo.-- about this piece of advice, but you’d be better if 
>ou packed your tent, and stole away like an Arab in the 
night. Ah. well, there’' nothing more I can do. I hope you 
ivin your next ten fight'. See you again one day.” 

The quiet detective strolled out of the flat as nonchalantly 
as he had entered. Donnelly smiled as he watched him 
depart. Sammy Grace had a few likeable characteristics. 
Saying little—and plenty—was one of them! It was some 
lime before the full import of the man’s words dawned on 
him. file detective wasn’t the type to spout hot air. And he 
iad suggested that the boxer should pack his hags and walk. 
Dynamite was wondering just what lay at the back of the man’s 
mind. It all seemed more than somewhat odd._ Yet there had 
seemed a degree of sincerity behind the man’s tone when he 
'poke, an unmistakable significance seemed adhered to his 
words. Donnelly paced over the floor, picked up the telephone 
u<ei\er, changed his mind, tucked a hat on the hack of his 
mad and walked out of the building. At the corner of the 
road ho entered a public call !, ox an ,J dialled Spike Arthur. 
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'•Is that Spike?” he asked. “Oh, its you, Jean. All right. 

Would you mind telling your father that I want to see him 

at the ‘Three Crescents’ in Waverley Road. Hampstead, in 

about half an hour? No, there’s nothing else at the moment, 
about with my shoes polled. Adios. 

JU Within^five'^ninutes Dynamite Donnelly had packed into a 
i e ii f u p rear with which he wanted to travel. 

The P n Ye S an exV.hrough the rear of the flats, hailed 

withdrew to a corner. . i TVnamite “ but 1 

“Tt ian’t that I’m a nervou- soul. said U>namite. mu i 

an V d HI teU tanTo gef things fixed up for you. But wha, 
gave you the sudden auction to .. Sam 

Graceof V t luT” note addrl'ed to him by The Dealer, of the 
advice he had been given. , 

My oath, rm 

more than positive about it M<) much Spik( , If you 

‘■?? p r ! 2 £, ! jss-M 

wilds ot the y . Town I can keep you under 

ambitions about “*. e y roul) |,.. Believe me. I'm not going 

my wing without nine - rh t > 8 a threat and u promise. 

,o let yon out of m; Yw. „ ow do you think Mae 
“ You’re an ambitious little t. no ^ ^ 3n(J fay . DarIing , 

is going to take it w>>en • r ,hi, man upon us for the 

you'll have to forgive |( Kl happens that I’m l.ol 

duration of our engagem- • > j.j , k a bct that 

allowed to travel »»«b™ on lhc records! ’’ 

wft'h sTade h i! 

ovfn She’s “‘“nsible and you ean, easily explain the 

P ^°pike, iTJ £ confidence about it. You 
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1 hm.w Mue. You really don’t. And therein lies a 
helluva difference. That girl would blow the top and crown 
me if 1 handed out a line of talk like that. Mae. when she 
makes a start, is no mean orator. Now let’s get along to 
vour place, straighten things out, and then arrange that training 
camp. I’m only too anxious to make a start. Jr will occupy 
my mind. stop me growing old.” 

“ be a hurry, lad. 1 don’t want you to start for 

another week or ten days. Remember that you only packed 
up training for the Parkin fight three days ago. Collect vour 
ca-es and we’ll be on our way. All fixed? ” 

i he arrangements at Arthur’s home were soon made. It 
"us when the two men were sitting alone in the evening that 
>pike returned, for the first time, to the matter of The Healer. 
Donnelly was surprised when lie said: 

When you were talking to me this morning, son, you gave 
me the idea that the detective Moke at those Hats knew his 

around, that you thought he was a clever little cuss who 

knr-w his bit* and pieces. Do you really think that lie’s a 
uood split, or where you just sprucing me? I’ll buy it.” 

ft was no joke, Spike. Sam Grace is a quiet little cove, 
>;u > a lot ol things you wouldn't expect him to say, but I’m 
certain that lie’s a damned sight more clever than you’d 
imagine him to be. I reckon lie's been a real success because 
people mistake him for somebody simple. \ fir.-t class split 
should never look dead cute. It is apt to frighten people a bit.” 

“ AH right, lad. Now I’ve got an idea in my head, and I’d 
like you to turn it round in your mind for a while. The 
Dealer w unis to crease you. I am betting that The Dealer had 

something to do with your flat being bust up. I am not at 

all certain that The Dealer wasn't responsible for the murder 
<>t poor Phil Gregoiy. We can’t reckon that we're safe until 
oe know that man is, until we’ve put him where he belongs. 
Following me? ” 

“ \ es. but I hadn't taken if so seriously. Of course, it 
h.uln t occurred to me that he might be tied up with the killing 
ot little Gregory. J.f I lay my hands on that bloke the police 
"'ll never need handcuffs. I'll put him in hospital for a 
couple of months just to give him a fair start.” 

‘ Tim*.’ if he doesn’t put you on a mortuary* slab first. But 
v.ere ge’ring away from what I was talking about. My idea 
i'. that 11 wouldn t be any waste of time or money to employ 
f . snail, Sam Grace, to see what he can do about finding out 
a jhings about The Dealer. After all. Donny, that sort of 
”” *®,P ,st his handwriting, and it is nothing in our line.” 

i hat suits me. Spike. T’ll try to get in touch with him 
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right away. What sort of terms do you think he might take? 
I'm a babe in arms when it comes to employing detectives. 
But it certainly would be worth real money if he could lay 
his figer on the man. Before I start collecting him I'd better 
find out whether the police have made any headway in the 
Gregory killing. I think we ought to show them this note I’ve 
got °in case they agree with you, and think that there’s a 
connection between the murder, the fiat ,\s recking and the 
note. Or shall we let sleeping dogs lie? ” . 

“No, telephone the police, and tell them that you d like 
to meet one of the senior officers in charge of the case. It 
can’t do any harm even if it isn t any use to them. They must 

be fumbling in the dark—just like us* 

The call was speedily answered. The Inspector m charge 
of the case said nothing until Donnelly had mentioned that he 

might have information. ., , ■ . 

“I’ll be with you in twenty minutes, said the lard man. 

The receiver cracked down. Donnelly paced the floor. Spike 
Arthur watched his pipe smoke spiralling in the air. Both 
men felt strangely ill at ease. When the boxer at last spoke 
he was expressing the thoughts of both men: . , , 

“ You know,. I’ve got the unhappy idea in my mind that 
something pretty tough is going to happen. I can feel it in 
the air. Ever had unhappy ideas like that. Spike, or are you 

too hard boiled to take any notice of them. 

“ Oddly enough, I feel a bit uncomfortable myself. Just 
something that I can’t explain. All I know is that its 

da \"ain "here was a silence. Spike jumped when the front 
door* bell rang. A moment later the officer from the Yard was 
sittin" in the room. He was fifty, rugged, grey eyed and 
-brunt He used words almost like pound notes. 

“You have some information. Said it was about the 
Gregory murder. What is it? ? The statement you gave before 

At the end of five minutes Dynamite had completed his 
story, handed the threatening note over to the detective, waited 
for' a response. It was an appreciable time before the ^ ard 

man said anything. He rose to his feet. . T . 

“ May be something in it. May not. 111 look into it. The 
name is Munro if you want me again I know crime but 
The Dealer is a new one on me. Well, thanks for the 
assistance. I’ll be on ray way. Farewell for the moment. ^ 

“ Cool card,” said Arthur as the front door closed. 1 
wouldn’t like him to walk around^looking for me if Id got 
a guilty conscience. Would you? 
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“ I’d rather be a friend of his—although I don't think he’s 
got any. Well, now that we’ve done that small job I’ll get 
along to the flats, and see whether I can grab Sam Grace. 
Maybe we ought to have mentioned the man to Munro. He 
might not like it if he finds an unofficial detective crossing his 
path. Never mind, we’ve got to take these chances, Spike.” 

“ I’ll come along with you, son. I don’t like you drifting 
around alone on a dark night. So I’ll amble along and hold 
your hand. Ready? ” 

“ Stay where you are and finish your smoke in comfort. I 
don’t feel as though I want a keeper at the moment. I ll be 
back in an hour.” 

“ Have it your own way. I’m still not very happy about it. 
If there is any sort of trouble give me a ring. And don’t 
be away too long. I could easily feel scared to-night, son. 
and I’d be sure you’d been crowned if you were a bit late. 
I wonder if old age always brings the jitters with it? ” 

Donnelly found that luck was with him. He had no difficulty 
in finding Sam Grace. The man was in the vestibule when 
he walked in. Grace’s eyebrows rose slightly when he sighted 
Donnelly. The little man said: “ What’ri hell are you doing 
here again? I though you’d faded out.” 

“ I liave. But I came along to have a talk to you. Lead 
me to a quiet spot, and I’ll lay my cards on the table. I don’t 
like throwing information around in this building after the 
events of the last few hours.” 

41 1 can’t say that I blame you. Come along to my office, 
Mr. Donnelly.” 

It did not take the fighter long to lay his cards on the tabic. 
Grace stared at the ceiling as he listened. Immediately 
Donnelly ended he said: 

‘‘You realise that I’d have to try my hand at it as a 
part-time job? ” 

“ Naturally. What’s your idea of a fee? I know nothing 
about it.” 

44 H’m. It wouldn’t Le much because Td be doing my own 
work at the same time in trying to find out who smashed up 
that flat. Let me have a fiver for expenses to start with, and 
then we’ll see how we go. If I get some real results we can 
start talking about payment. How will that suit you? ” 

44 All right with me. One other matter, Grace. Inspector 
Munro, of the Yard, saw me a while ago, and I handed him 
the note that was left here for me. He is investigating the 
case you must have read about—the murder of my sparring 
partner, Phil Gregory. I fancy that the boy’s death, the 
wreckage here and the note I got, are all tied up. That being 
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M you’ll probably come across Munro during the cturae of 
• our inquiries. I know nothing at all about these thing. 

Do vn , think ibat Munro will g' ?e ° b J ec, ™ , “ , , . „ w 
Not reallv.” Sam Grace smiled oddly as he added, « e re 
been friends'for more than twenty years, and Munro knows 

lh ‘‘iw” gooT Anything else you want to know before I 

get back home. ever heard of The Dealer 

befoir or dr you know any one who has? Until the rotten 

m „ “ Gregory did you find any sort of trouble bong 
killing oi ur j , why some odd person 

S ‘hating you? Try to think o 

something you might have done that could have started The 

]) \Wve ^ot^rne right out of my depth. I can’t throk of 
anv-l in- that I’ve done that should turn a man into a^ homicidal 
any ‘ nM ” t know The Dealer from the Man m the 

“ Which sn t ven' consoling. L)on t * 

. . , . ii f\. r fr () t nothing on wlucii to start, -o try 

quickly. A ter . P I call on your girl friend? 

S, bC n “-"nmS without realising it heresclf. 
Shf. n sA., often h a pp en cd to me. And 

y^'^n take my word for i/tha. I won’, either bark a, her 

° r “I’m ”c«t«n that I’d like you to do that. Mac is a 

1 ■ \ oirl and she might take it all the wrong way 

vor v curious gir^ Ncver mind , that’H be 

if you start fim e Q 1 ahead, and don’t blame me if 

you.- funeral, not >"me. So go ahead,^ a ^ ^ Kitmet! „ 

""Dy^iamite'nodded hfs head, left the office, was suddenly 

«" ^ an 

advise you to w'atl yjnr^p ^ , )ody out of th e 

- -^ "t ». ^ nan u ' ^ Thc 

^iike to meet 

th ■■ n’fonly hoping that you never have that chance- if 
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it is The Dealer who is fixing the appointment. Unless you 
want to join young Gregory.” 

Donnelly shook his head sadly; left the building. He had 
not walked more than half a dozen paces before he noticed 
that a saloon car was gliding along the edge of the road at 
the side of him. The fighter did not wait to take a second 
look. He whipped round scurried back to the flat. He heard 
a faint plop, heard glass crash, knew instinctively that someone 
in the car had used a silenced revolver, crouched down as 
he raced up the steps. Grace rushed across the \estibule to 
meet Donnelly. Before he could say a word the fighter 
pointed to the exit and whispered hurriedly: 

“ Bloke in a saloon car ten yards away took a crack at 
me. The bullet, I think, travelled through a window. He 
only fired once. I’ve got an idea-” 

He was talking to the air. Sam Grace was already standing 
on the steps. But he did not remain there for long. He 
returned shaking his head sadly. 

“ Not a trace of it,” he said. “ I didn’t think there would 
be. People who use guns in London don’t usually dawdle 
after they’ve pulled the trigger. Sit down and tell me what 
you can about it. Hell, you hadn’t been out of here more than 
twenty seconds when you were back like a scuttled rabbit.” 

“ I don’t reckon you’d have stopped to light your pipe if 
a bloke had just thrown a lump of lead at you. I can’t tell 
you much. I saw a saloon car draw alongside me, noticed 
that it wasn’t travelling at more than five miles an hour, 
thought I could smell trouble, swung round, started to holt 
back here, heard a plop, heard the glass go, and the reit 
of it you know all about. I think you’ll find that bullet in 
one of your ground floor flats. It wouldn’t be more than five 
windows from the entrance-” 

He stopped abruptly. He might well. Something in the 
form of a human hurricane had entered the lounge. A small, 
stout man with a puce coloured face and stertorous breath 
rushed across to them, held out his hand and shouted: 

“ Somebody has just fired a shot at me through the window. 
Call the police, call anybody you like, but do something. 
Just take a look at this.” 

In the palm of his hand he held a partly erushed bullet. 
Same Grace held it in his hand for a moment, seemed quite 
laconic as he remarked: 

Colt *45. It wasn’t aimed at you, sir. This gentleman” 
—indicating the boxer—“ came in a second ago to inform me 
that a fool of a drunk let fly at the window. I will see you 
in your room in a moment. Naturally, you can well imagine 
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how sorry we are that this idiot should have done this. ’ 

“A drunk, eh? God knows what the police are doing to 
let people like that hang about with guns. Why, he might 
have murdered me! I’ll see you later.” 

The man bustled away, probably to give his way a full 
account of his marked heroism while under fire. Sam Grace 

grinned as he watched him go. 

“I’d like to think that you were telling the truth,” said 
Donnelly. “ Do you want me to hang on, or do you think 
I’d better head for home? ” 

“ Get out of here through the back way, grab a taxi as soon 
as you can, and don’t stop until you get to wherever you are 
staying.” 

The fighter was being steered down a side passage by 
Grace when a page boy hastened after them to announce: 

« ]Vfr. Donnelly, you are wanted on the telephone.” Before 
Dynamite could make a move Grace placed a restraining hand 
on his arm, pushed him slightly towards a chair, and himself 
headed for the office. He was not away for long. \V lien he 
returned he again took Dynamite by the arm and led him 
along the corridors to the rear of the premises. 

“ Ease on for a moment,” said Donny. * Since that 
telephone cull was for me the least you can do is to tell me 

who was on the line, and why.” 

Sam Grace did not slacken his pace as he told the story 
briefly* “I hope that you didn’t mind me impersonating you 
for a moment. I seem to have made a pretty good job of it. 
I said it was Donnelly speaking. The bloke at the other end 
then said that he needn’t say who he was. I asked him it he 
was The Dealer. He said ‘Maybe,’ and then sent a message 
saying ‘You won’t always be as luckly as you were a few 
minutes ago. But I’ll^ give you a rest for a while. For that 

you can be grateful. , . 

“Most interesting. And what did you have to say lo 


The Dealer? ” i . i 11 % 

“ I told him that the day was young that he couldn t 

frighten me out of these flats, and I hoped one day to receive 

his visiting card. Thai’s all. And now I m geng to trace 

that call. Beat ojLhWfi don't dawdle. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


DEFEAT AND VICTORY 


The weeks passed slowly for Dynamite Donnelly. He had 
plenty to burden his mind. They hadn’t discovered who 
butchered Phi! Gregory, it wasn’t known who wrecked his 
Hat, the. name of 7 he Dealer was as far removed as ever, and 
Mac Terre- ire scorn cd to become more and more remote. There 
were moments when it seemed to Donnv that she regarded him 
as an asset, other limes when she regarded him as a defaulter 
promoter, even more orcasions when she spoke of him as 
though life had given her a tough break in placing such a 
man upon her shoulders as an encumbrance. But as the days 
passed Donnelly worked with increasing determination, threw 
all he had into the single job of being fit enough to see Red 
Made out <>f the picture. Walks and runs over rugged 
Hampstead heath paved the way for indoor work under the 
trained guidance of Spike Arthur. Skipping, shadow-boxing, 
bag-punching, exercises—all these came to him naturally. 

A week before the date fixed for the fight with Red Slade, 
Dynamite Donnelly had arrived within two pounds of his'best 
lighting weight. The boys who’d acted as human slamming 
bags were only too ready to admit that Donnv was bitting 
with more force than ever. They carried the marks in case 
any person wanted to question their view about matters. 
They knew only too well that the dynamite packed in his 
right hand could 1-c felt through heavy gloves and training 
head-guard as though the roof had fallen in on their head. 
One tiling more than any other troubled Donnelly. Spike 
Arthur told him loo often that the fight with Red Slade 
wasn’t straight. 7 he fighter was too eager to make a start 
to feel uneasy. He knew what he had in both hands, knew 
that no normal person could stand up and take it. Donnelly 
we*- old in the wavs of the ring, young in the ways of the 
world. Maybe that was why Spike Arthur said his piece 
without response. • 

When the day arrived for the final work-out Spike Arthur 
walked into the gymnasium to discover Donnelly pacing the 
--or. 7 he scrapper’s face was wrinkled in a frown, and he 
was staring, bewildered and perplexed, at a piece of paper in 

111, /. Hc ^ned helplessly to the trainer: 

lV ha>. n hell do you make out of this? I can't work it 
out anyhow.” 

Spike stretched out a hand for the paper, asked before he 
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took it: 

“Where did you get it. Donny? What’s it all about ? Hell, 
don’t be worried.” 

“ I got it by post this morning. Can't make heads nor tails 
of it.” 

Spike Arthur half closed his eyes as he looked at the note, 
and read: 

“Just to let you know that you will never fight for the 
championship. I hope that you have a happy time with Red 
Slade.— The Dealer.” 

The trainer turned the note over and over again. His 
slightly wizened face turned into a concertina of creases as 
he handed back the paper. 

“Sure I know what it means, lad. This is an old American 
game. Somebody is trying to get your goat before the fight 
starts. I had a fair packet of that myself when 1 was in the 
States. Don’t stand hack and take it. I told you, Donny, 
that there’ll be plenty of dirty business Hying before this fight 
was over. I reckon that this is just the beginning of it.” 

“ Who'n hell d’you reckon this bloke can be? I’ve done 
nothing. So what? ” 

“ Perhaps I’m too old in the head to be a good guesser, 
paid Spike, “but there is one thing I can loll you, and you 
rnr u,. n V f»rv her*' 'i* that I’m not far off the 

bull s-e’e. ini saying here and now that the person who 
persuaded Mottram to match you with Red Slade could say 
a real piece. Trouble is that you daren't ask Mottram Still, 
don’t let this worry you, lad. I bad worse than this done to 
me before I reached the top. Forget it and let’s take a run 

around before the folks arrive.” 

“All right, Spike.” said Dynamite. “If they reckon that 
ihry can take me up the path with a spot of cheap melodrama 
like that they’ve got one more big thought coming to them. 

I’m not through with this lot yet.” 

“I thought you could take it. One more word in your 

ear before anybody arrives. By the time we get back from 
our stroll we’ll find Mottram. the Steders and a crowd of 
newspaper men here waiting to see your ,n«l tjtrUut Well 
Donny, pull your punches and travel .slowly. Fm ihr me of 
Mike, don’t go all out. After all we don know v.ho the 
hell The Dealer might he, and ther s no nerd to pull all the 
aces from down your sleeve until Wednesday night. 
Remember this, son—let one of the boys hit you a few tones, 
and take it as though you hate the «l?ht of it. But don 
overdo it. After all. you’re being paid for Wednesday, not 

for now.” 
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The two men walked for half an hour. They said little. 
By the time they returned to the gymnasium it was crowded. 
The “boys” had arrived to watch Dynamite Donnelly pass 
through his paces. The fighter put through an exhibition that 
was efficient without being startling. Through his three rounds 
with sparring partners Don, playing his hands without his 
body at the back of them, was twice caught by right handers 
flush on the jaw. The majority of the experts thought 
Donnelly would have to make a helluva improvement to give 
the holders of ringside seats a run • for what money they 
placed down. To many it seemed that his feet had lost 
some of their old cunning, the elasticity had faded from the 
limbs, the resilience from the throwback in the forward thrust 
the thighs used to show’. 

Ae few of the old time critics, men who had seen better 
men than the world of fisliana have seen in recent years, 
thought that Donnelly had over-trained, that he was stale. 
Spike Arthur heard all their comments, agreed with them, 
and smiled. He nodded his head with the most grave air he 
could command, admitted to all that Donnelly was facing the 
greatest fight he’d ever had in his life, acknowledged that 
the boy was good, but seemed nervous that Red Slade might 
pull one out of the bag that might be a bit too heavy for 
him. And while Spike made his recital Donny stared at 
the laces on his gloves, looked towards the roof as though 
detached from all that was being said. 

Dynamite was dressing when one of his sparring partners 
came in. 


“ There’s a lady waiting outside to sec you, Donny. I 
asked her to step right inside but she handed me a look 
and said that she’d stay put. So what? ” 

111 be outside in a couple of minutes. Ask the lady to 
hang on. 

Dynamite was whistling as he dressed. He didn’t continue 
whistling for many seconds after he left the dressing-room, 
the instant he sighted Mae Terrence he knew that the top 
had blown off something. It wasn’t a matter of intuition on 
his part It was plain eyesight. Her face looked as though 
, , . b ? en V 1 a refn e erat °r for quite a while and she was 

,°n°l,™ S ^ '? se . rv ? W . who for 6 ot to drag it out. Another 

unhappy thought fitting through Donnelly’s mind was a mere 

visited t,° nd !"?• ar = ,u . m . ent or theory. Mae had never before 
wfth unnl h,S ,r f‘ mng , quarters - She had always insisted 
kdv Thes Sa " emphas,s « spot was no place for a 

feint", saying^ “ hw "™ d as ** '<> P»H « 
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“Hello, Mae. It really is good to see you along here 
Step right inside.” 

i not /’ she exclaimed - Donnelly, on rare occasions, 

hiid heard a few publicans using the same tone when calling 
41 Time ” in a turbulent house, 

“ But, my dear, you can't stand here as you are doine 
Please come inside.” 

“All I have lo say can be said very well while I stand 
here. And I can tell you now that it won’t take me very 
long to say it.” 

Donnelly felt as though his solar plexus had been prodded. 
He took a short breath, parted his lips and waited for the 
next punch to riddle him. 

“Don’t tell me that you’ve come along here so that we 
can have another row,” he said dismally. Mae Terrence 
sniffed. It always seemed to Donnelly that a woman’s anger 
was frequently expressed in terms of something sounding like 
a cross between a cold in the head and a catarrhal condition 
requiring treatment. He dived in once again to make the 

J)63C0, 

the trouble? ” 3VC V ° U promise - Sur<,1 >’ that finished nil 

Immediately he had said his piece he knew that he had 
made a start with the wrong foot. Mae Terrence jerked hack 
her head as though suddenly stung by a wasp, gazed at him 
as ^though viewing a museum exhibit, and said: 

“ What you said and what you promised me doesn’t interest 
me very much. All that I want to know at the moment U 
very simple. Who is Jean Arthur? ” ‘ 

The question was abrupt, venomous. The fighter, rocked 
back on Ins heels took a deep breath as though tryin- to 
beat the count before asking: - " 

“ Jean Arthur? Jean Arthur? What’s the bee in v „ ur 
bonnet. Whats wrong? ” * ur 

“Don’t try to avoid my question in that silly, deceitful 

1 wi * US } p T ulting . forward a very simple question. That 
is this: Who is Jean Arthur?” 

wi s P ,k e’s—y°u know, my trainer's daughter. Why 9 

What On earth has happened. Has somebody done some 
damage to the kid? Is that what it is 9 ” 

“ Naturally, that would be the first thing that you’d ask 

I guessed that even before I talked to you at ah Now I 
know just where I stand.” 1Now 1 

Donnelly rubbed his forehead. All his fastest l- 
was done in the ring. He’d got no 1 S 
problem. He took another breaftt. * >PC ° f 
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“Well." Mae declared, with exaggerated slowness, “you 
may as well know here and now that I am through with the 
party. Von can return to your dear little Jean Arthur. What 
.1 said before is quite tru^—I’m through.’’ 

“Talk sense, kid.” said the bewildered fighter. “I’m not 
joking, Yotive got me all tied up in knots. What’s causing 
the big trouble, in any case? ” 


Why 


ask 


me? You know the answer to it better than 


1 do. You cant break your training to come and see me, 
can you? .You couldn’t get along to my place after your 
last fight to spend a few minutes witli your fiancee. But you 
can see plenty of this Jean Arthur after the fight, and you 
can fill your eyes so full of her while you’re training that 
you can t think of me. Do you think I’m the sort of dishcloth 
n.iod put up with that sort of thing? Y r ou can take your 
piecious Jean—and yoin - dirty game.” 

But but it’s nothing like you think, Mae. Sure. I saw 
her on the night of the fight. I stayed behind to watch Glen 
Murphy in the ring, and after that 1 ambled along with Spike 
to have a bite of food. It was too late then to see you. She 
comes here to watch me training because—well, her father 

is here and the kid is fond of the game. That’s all there 

is. Mae.” 

* c”n"‘ i S wkat ,key say when they’re found 
out. Still, there s no need for us to argue about it. I’ve 

had enough of your fighting, and your deceits. And that’s 
all that there is to be said about it.” 

J'HellMae 1 You can't go like this. It'd be too damned 
Mlly. Why not ask Jean herself what the position is. She’ll 
toil you there’s nothing in it.” 

“ And do you think that I would lower myself to that 

1 m floundering. What do you suggest that I should do? 

I m waiting. 

% 

“ I’d have thought that even with the very limited intelligence 
° a Mder you’d have realised that I couldn’t very well be 
engaged to you while you’re associating with another woman. 
Oi does that sound odd? ” 

Dynamite decided to show the white flag and make a 
gesture m the general direction of peace. He was befo^ed 

'u-'cesTT f l ‘ i f°i ,le a?ke(1 wearily: “And what do you 
- r gest I should do so that there’s no more trouble? ” 

Secon«u an rn er i fC k 7\ ™ , W, * th tho power of the thunderclap. 

Mac. Thence \ortVZ ^ ^ ^ 

Tnless you change your trainer, and rid yourself of the 
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association with the girl Jean Arthur, you can have your 
ring back here and now. There is no alternative. There is 
no argument. So what have you got to say? ” 

“Blimey, child, you can't mean that! Why, Spike’s second 
father to me. Ever since I can remember lie’s nursed me 
on my way. If he hadn’t spent years working on me for 
nothing I’d be selling papers now. Without lum I’d lor e 
been in the gutter. I’d do a lot for you, Mae, but this time 
you’re asking for the moon. I can’t give it to you. I’d rather 
cut my throat and call it a day than think for a moment 
that I’d let Spike down. He’s my father.” 

“Maybe that’s why you’re so interested in his daughter. 
Well, you can’t have it all way.--. This must he the end. 
I'm sorry. Here’s your ring.” 

“ But, Mae. I don’t want it to finish this way. Won’t you 
take my word tor it that Jean is only a friend—just Spike’s 
daughter? Be reasonable, Mae.” 

“If you prefer to keep a trainer of prize-fighters rather 
than marry me, all I can say is that it's your funeral, not 
mine. I’ll be going now.” 

“Wait a moment, Mae. Surely, I can do something to put 
things right without parting with Spike Arthur. That man 
is my right hand—no joke.” 

The girl’s mood changed. She hadn’t been engaged to 
Dynamite Donnelly for a year without learning something 
about the way in which he might go. 

“ You see, Don,” she said, “ people are beginning to talk, 
and that makes me very miserable. Besides, we might find 
somebody to manage and train you - even better than Spike 
Arthur does. I know that lie’s done his best, but, after all, 
he’s had that job for three years, and you haven’t met the 
champion yet. It isn’t very nice for me, is it, dear? Other 
men seem to climb to the top so quickly, and they’re not to 
be compared with you. This fight you’re training for now 
isn’t getting you a lot nearer the title fight, is it? And you 
ought to think of me waiting and waiting and waiting. You 
know that I love you, and that I’m tired of seeing you get 
nowhere. There are plenty of men, more important and 
more brainy than Spike Arthur, who could push you into 
the front rank so easily. Then, Donny, you would be the 
champion, and wc could settle down in a home for our own. 
Surely the thought of that roust mean something to you. 
Try to remember me. I do love.you.” 

Donnelly knew that he was beaten. He was cursing beneath 
his breath even as he realised it. Dynamic in the ring, fast 
thinking and without nerves, speedy as forked lightning in 
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attack or defence, he faced Mae Terrence knowing that his 
last line of retreat had fallen. And the thought gave him 
a pain in the pit of the stomach. Odd, he thought, that 
inside the ropes he was fighting fury, had never been placed 
on the canvas since he started. And now he’d taken a heart 
punch that had flattened him at one crack. 

“All right, Mae,” he said, unhappily, ill at ease. “After 
this fight with Red Slade I’ll send Spike Arthur packing. 
But I’ll be mighty sorry to do it. He’s a great fellow, and 
I dunno how I’ll get along without him.” 

“ You’ll never regret it,” said Mae. “ You know that I’ll 
do everything in my power to see that you’re successful and 
happy. Now you go and get on with your work, dear. I 
hate the thought of it, but I have sense enough to realise 
how important it is. So I mustn’t stop you, even if I want 


She kissed him on both cheeks, waved a cheery hand, and 
went off. Donnelly was walking back to the gymnasium when 
a sudden idea flashed through his mind with such suddenness 
that for an instant lie swore, w r ondering why the blazes the 
thought hadn’t occurred to him before. Without speaking to 
any one he dashed out of the premises into the road, looked 
both ways for Mae Terrence. He sighted her fifty yards • 
away, called until his throat ached, coufd not make her hear. 
One of his sparring boys came out to discover what the song 
and dance might be about. Donny said: 

“ See that lady walking along the pavement near the bottom 
of the hill? Tell her that you've come from me, that I want 
to see her for a moment. It is very important so put a jerk 
into it. Running is good for you, son.” 

The sparring partner had been in training with Donnelly 
for three weeks. It was no effort on his part to cover the 
intervening distance. 

For a short time Mae Terrence demurred. Finally, with 
a shrug of the shoulders likely to mean anything, she retraced 
her steps to the gym. Don was waiting for her, pacing along 
the passage as she came through the door. 

“What on earth is the matter?” she asked. “I thought 
that wed settled all our troubles. Don’t tell me that you’re 
going to start another sort of argument, or that you’ve 
changed your mind about things. I was very, very tolerant 

I nm C, oii 0nny ’ 1)Ut 'L y ? U ' vant t0 start tel,in s "»e where 

' VT ° n ? 'oV V,U f ° rgCt iL A,uJ n °w, what is it that 
you want me for? ” 


Something very simple, Mae. I 
liung. What caused you to start 

-qp* 

* 


only w r ant to know one 
all thi- trouble this 
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afternoon? After all, I’ve seen you two or tliree times during 
the week, and you’ve said nothing to me about it. So what 
has happened to bring you along with the argument now? ” 

The girl eyed him steadily for a few seconds. Certainly, 
she was in no mood to extend another white feather. Her 
look was bleak. Then she asked: 

“Are you trying to start a disturbance of some sort, or 
what is wrong? ” 

“ Why didn’t you mention this trouble to me before? That’s 
all I want.” 

“ Because,” said Mae, “ it was not until this morning that 
I received this.” 

She handed to the fighter a typewritten, folded note; said 
nothing. Don uncreased the paper, stared closely as he read 
the brief note: 

“Why is Donnelly so constantly with Jean Arthur instead 
of seeing his fiancee from time to time? Perhaps you’d care 
to ask him. In the meantime you can take the word of a 
friend for it that all your acquaintances are laughing at you. 
Still, that may mean nothing to you so forgive me for 
intruding.— The Dealer.” 

Donnelly handed it back without a word, turned on his 
heels and walked into the dressing-room. Then he locked 
the door behind him, sat with his head cupped between his 
hands. . . . 


CHAPTER SIX 

THF. PICHT WITH RED SLADE 

Spike Arthur turned to the fighter with expression of 
exasperation on his face as he smashed a fist down on the 
breakfast table and inquired: 

“What’s all the song and dance about lad? For a couple 
of days I’ve sat back like a statue waiting for you to say 
your piece. Now I reckon that my patience has passed our 
on me. So let s end all this nonsense. Here we are on the 
day. of the fight, and you’re moping round like a sick hen 
look more like a prospective suicide than anything. Lordv 

anybody would think that you’re beaten before you raise your 
mitts. What’s eating into you? ” V 

“Leave it until after the scrap,” said Donnelly. He seemed 
listless. I reckon that there’ll be plenty of time to have 

a talk then. Don’t you think I’ll have enough double ™*th 
Slade without starting here? ” mlh 
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“ You sound like a real fighter, don’t you? Bless mo, 
Donny, you sit there looking like a death’s head. Spill the 
beans. Then we might settle things.” 

“All right. Spike. You’ve got to know to-day in any case. 
I'm so-ry. more sorry than I can tell you, that after to-night 
I shan’t he wanting you anymore. I’m getting a new manager 
and trainer. That’s all there is. Spike.” 

Arthur turned pale under his tan. The knuckles on his 
riglu him. gleamed whitely as he gripped the handle of his 
h ; die. Then he shuffled his feet uneasily, played with his 
fork, tried to smile a little as he asked: “Don’t try fast ones 
like that or me, youngster. Are you just joking? ” 

Their eyes met. Donnelly hit his lip, slowly and deliberately 
shook his head. Spike rose slowly to his feet, raised his 
hands in the air, asked: 

“What on earth have I done that’s wrong, Don? I’ve 
fi'vnys pU)< J a dea l st'amht part., vith you, haven’t I? I’ve 
steered you from the start to the spot where you are now. 
\(n can't really mean that we’re going to part. I’d like to 
know who put you up to this. I’m certain that you'd never 
get such a crazy idea yourself. Lad. there’s been a helluva 
lot of lving going on. and I’m entitled to know who sturted 
h j 1 !!- Let’s hear all about it, Don.” 

" No, no, no. Spike. We’ll leave it where it is. I don’t 
want to start doing any explaining. It’d he too painful for 
both of us. It doesn’t matter very much. After I’ve met 
Glen Murphy I’m through with the fighting game. I’m going 
to hang the gloves on the wall for ever. So, after all. Spike, 
you won’t he missing much. Within six months I’m through 
with the £ume entirely.” 

“Donny. you must be stalk, raving mad! You want to 
saek me, and hang up vour gloves as soon as you get into the 
big money? Is that what you really mean? ” 

“You heard rre the fir** time. 'Hiat is exactlr what I 


Now let’s f 


forget 


it 


all 


moan. just that, ' . ! . 

Some things are better left unsaid.” 

The trainer scowled, placed both hands on the edge of the 
table, and when he spoke his voice was low pitched, deadly 
in its even tone: 

“I suppose this is the work of that prize Jezebel, Mae 
Terrence? ” 

Donnelly moved to his feet and headed towards the 
dining-room door. 

I was hoping. Spike, that we would he able lo part as 
mna.,. Now it seems that vou’re doing your best to make 
that entirely impossible. So Ion".” 
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Arthur’s pride was badly damaged. He wasn’t the type to 
plead with people. 

“ Go your own way, Dynamite,” he said, and the best of 
luck to you. I’ll be in your corner to-night for the last time. 

Now you’d better take a stroll.” 

Oddly enough, there were tears in the trainer’s eyes when 
he heard the front door close. So he pretended to study the 
morning paper with care. The tension between the men had 
not decreased when, hours later, they entered the 
weighing-room on the heels of Red Slade. Donnelly scrutinised 
Slade with an expert eye. Slade, hatchet faced and barrel 
, chested, had the sloping shoulders of a powerful hitter. Th<* 
spatulate hands added to the general impression Slade created 
as a rugged fighter. They were formally introduced. 

“ To-night,” said Slade loudly, “ is going to be your unlucky 
night.” . < . 

' “ Why not wait until you can say that with gloves? ” 
retorted Donnelly as he stepped on the scales. The weights 
turned down at eleven stone five pounds. Donnelly moved 
away, and Slade took his place with a grim smile on his face. 
For two or three seconds adjustments were made. There was 
silence in the room. Spike Arthur moved forward and stood 
by the side of Red Slade. One or two newspapermen also 
moved. They could sense the change in the atmosphere. 

“Eleven stone, twelve pounds! ” called the weighcr-in. And 
then the storm broke. About five people were shouting at 
the same time. But Spike Arthur’s voice succeeded in rising 
above the clamour as he bawled out: 


“You can sweat off six pounds, Slade, or my man won’t 
fight! And I insist that you weigh in again before the fight. 
I’m not caught so easily.” 


“Now, now, don’t wreck tho fight,” pleaded Mottram the 
producer. Small globules of sweat were forming on his brow 
“ Let Red Slade pay the forfeit money, and you put Dynamite 
Donnelly into the ring. What about the public? ” 

“ Donnelly doesn’t fight unless Slade weighs in to-dav a 
eleven-six.” 


“I always guessed,” sneered Slade, “that Donnelly was 
yellow quitter.” 

Dynamite pushed his way through the small group fue. 
Slade, and said quietly: b *’ - 

“You’re a mean skunk, and you know it. It seems a nil 
that any man has got to soil his hands on you. Pay in thi 
forfeit money now and to-night I’ll show you exactly what 
think about you. You never meant to make the weight an 
you know it. You re just a cur that wants thrashing. 


* 
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imagine that to-night you’ll get what’s coming to you. Now 
pay over the forfeit money.” 

“ Don,” said Spike Arthur, “ you’re net fighting unless he 
makes the weight.” 

“ Sorry, old tinier, but you’re wrong. Collect that money 
and we’ll move.” 

“You realise that when he gets through the ropes he’ll 
touch the beam at about twelve-three or four? Don’t act as 
though you’re ready for a home.” 

“ There’s no more to be said.*' replied the fighter. “ Let’s 
be going. Spike.” 

The trainer spat on the floor, waited until he had the cheque 
iu his hand, then marched out of the room at Donnelly's heels. 
But once they were seated in the taxi he could restrain himself 
no longer, and he snapped out: 

‘* If you’re going to act like this, lad. all I can say is that 
I’m damned glad to he leaving you. Do you realise what 
you've done? Hell, now that Slade has paid that two hundred 
pounds forfeit money lie’s almost scrapping you for nothing. 
Does that make sense to you? Does ir sound right? Because 
if it does the sooner you see an alienist the better? Well, 
you've made your bed. and I reckon I must leave you to lie 
on it. You’ll be giving about a stone away to a man who is 
tast, clever, a hard hitter and a dirty fighter. That. Don. is 
just what you've landed yourself into. You don’t want a 
manager—you want a nurse.” 

‘‘Never mind. Don’t get hot under the collar. Giving a 
few pounds to a man like Slade will he child’s play compared 
with fighting Glen Murphy. Forget it.” * : 

“ Donny. if this was going to he a fair fight I wouldn’t rare 
a twopenny hoot. But I know that it’s going to be a filthy 
scrap from gong to gong, and that’s why I’m frightened of 
it. \ mi don’t know the roughhousc game. lad. But you'll 
know what it can be before to-night is over. Well, I should 
sob!” ' . 

It was half-past nine in the evening. From beyond the 
corridor of dressing-rt 'mis could be heard the rumblings of 
a large crow'd. Fifteen thousand people sat tier upon tier, 
all eyes staring at the flood-lit square in the centre of the 
huge stadium. Two “locals” were fighting with savage 
determination, eager to earn applause, to take another step 
up the gruel,ing, uncertain ladder of fistic fame. The fair 
haired lad broke from a clinch with drooping hands, covered 
to° t P^ched to the canvas when a pile-driver caught him 
linger ‘he heart. The applause gave way to an undertone of 
“•im i, fevered talk. 
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Cheers rose as heads turned to watch the progress of Red 
Slade from the dressing-rooms to the ring. lie shook his 
hands above his head in recognition of his reception. Even 
his numerous fouls and questionable tactics had not robbed 
him of that curious affection with which fight fans regard 
the furious slugger, the indomitable battler. Donnelly quickly 
followed. The applause welled round the hall. He, too, was 
known as a glove slinger who gave all he had, and would 
battle to the last ditch. The preliminaries were soon ended 
Only one small hitch had arisen-when Spike Arthur objected 
to the bandaging on Slade’s hands. Spike was loo old a 
bird, too well versed in the game, to be caught by bandages 
that would form bars as soon as a perspiration stiffened them. 
The referee called the men to the centre of the ring ami 


said his piece: 

“Fight clean, and when the bell goes come out fighting. 
No holding, and see that you keep your punches up. That < 
all. Now get back to your corners.” . 

Spike, worried, uneasy, was having a final word with 

Dvnamite before the bell: / . . 

“FHit him off for the first couple of minutes and then 
we can see what he has got Keep out of the clinches- 
that’s where he’ll try to do the damage. I don l reckon his 
left is worth much. Hut keep an eye on that right. It s good. 

Claim' The bell! Red Slade flicked Donnelly s hand 
with a°cursory shake, and whipped under Dons guard with 
a vicious right. As Slade shot away he was caught under 
the point with a slabbing left, but his twisting head rode the 
nrh Then Slade shuffled forward, chin bent down towards 
his cliest, his left hand pawing for a lead. There came a 
flurry of gloves, and then both men were milling along the 
rones hands flying in a hurricane of blows, leather thudding 
on flesh with a terrific tattoo. Dynamite swerved away from 
the angle of ropes, flattened his Tight against Slade s ear as 
he danced to the centre of the ring. Slgdc hurled h.mseli 
orward. both hands weaving as they sought a resting place, 
but Donnelly was fighting hack to Slades short ribs with 
stabbing hooks. They were wrestling m a clinch when tin 
f , Rv this time many of the spectators were on 

fheir feet d Thaf first round had wrenched them out of their 
calm had raised some of the blood lust latent m all fight 
Crowds. They thought they had come to watch some boxing. 
Now they were staring at fighting, savage fighting, fighting 

Wi *‘You’re^ 'doing 1 quite nicely, boy,” said Spike, as his expert 
fingers worked on the fighter’s body. “ Those hooks to the 
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ribs are hurting him. Let him take some more of them. 
Keep your gloves downstairs all the time, and I reckon that 
you’ll have him on the move. Leave his jaw alone. Don’t 
forget, lad. to keep your hands low, and don’t fall for any 
clinches. Scrap that way and I’m betting that he’ll be ready 
for the cleaner -inside five rounds. Here we go.” 

Donnelly flicked over the canvas to pin Red Slade in his 
own corner. As he tried to miss his opponent’s murderous 
hooks ho was bobbing and weaving, beating a fast one-two 
on Slade’s ribs. Suddenly Red led, caught Donnelly s left 
under his arm. and hung on while he clubbed the pinioned 
lighter with his right. Dazed and sore, Donny forgot Spike 
Arthur’s advice, sought relief in a clinch. It was at th$t 
moment when it happened. 

Slade’s arms came down with a terrific scissor out, end 
Dynamite felt a searing pain shoot through his right forearm, 
sickening him, weakening his hold. Red pushed away the 
crippled fighter with contemptuous ease, whipped over a 
haymaking right to the jaw. Donnelly weaved instinctively, 
caught tike full* impact of the blow on his ear. Stars trailed 
before his glazed eyes, a hand of colours flamed across his 
vision. Slade cocked his right again, was ready to hand out 
the reul slumber punch. The hell rang. Spike Arthur sighed. 

“ Hell, boy,” he said, when Donnelly was seated in his 
corner • “ he tried to bust your right arm in that clinch. Don’t 
go on. It’s hopeless. I’ll throw in the towel. You can’t 
' scrap a man like that with one hand. He’ll murder you if 
you go back again. That referee ought to be gaoled for 
ten years.” 

Donnelly threw hack his head os he was massaged, tried 
to smile, said: 

*' I’ll never quit. Maybe I'll feel better soon, and then I 
ran hold him off with my left. Just leave ine to handle him. 
It is my funeral. You said so.” 

The bell clanged again, and Slade came from his seat with 
a slithering stride, a malicious grin sprea^jng over his face. 
He wa« all ready to ring down the curtain. Of course, he 
thought he’d batter Donnelly more than trifle before he tucked 
him away. The prospect fascinated him. Fighting a man 
with hi* right arm out of action wasn’t going to he any real 
trouble. His headlong dash across the ring was checked by a 
loft that threw hack his head, stopped him in his stride. 
I hen a full blooded punch to the mouth brought a snarl 
on his lips. Before he could work his hands back to start 
an attack another thunderbolt crashed under his jaw. Slade 
retreated, hurt, and more than somewhat mystified. Until 
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the end of the round he played the game with caution, trying 
a few tentative leads, but not venturing to risk any heavy 
bombardment. Maybe, after all, be hadn’t ran cd the 
complete bust that he’d imagined. Donnelly wasn't fighting 
very much like a cripple. 

Dynambe walked hack to his comer with a firm tread, sat 
down, smiled. 

“ Blimey,” exclaimed Spike. “ I dur.no how you came hark 
like that! S’truth! ” 

“ I’m a 1 ! right now—except that I can’t use my right hand. 
Those smacks 1 handed out to Red may have hurt him, but 
they nearly finished me. I reckon they’ve scared him. I 
only tried ilu.ni to kid the bloke into lidding his hor-es for a 
round. Bit of luck for me that ho barked away, gave me a 
rest. The mug could have taken me in that round without 
hatting an eyelid.” 

While D- nnclly tp-- he Red Slade was being told with some 
force of the mistake that he’d made. The words were 
unprintable, hut unmistakable. When the gong sounded he 
came from his corner with his hands working, his feet gliding, 
all set for the slaughter. He didn’t intend to make the 
same mistake again. Oddly enough. Dynamite wasn’t waiting 
for any attack. He feinted with his useless right, drew down 
Slade’s guard, and crashed home a left to the jaw. Swerving 
away from Slade’s counter ho placed two more lefts with 
more than spectacular speed—one under the heart, the other 
deep in the solar plexus. The last punch drove Red into a 
clinch, strugling to hang on while the dark blanket cleared 
away from hi* eves. Donnelly, wrestling with one hand, was 
trving desperately to break Red’s hold. Then a blinding 
flush prw-sed before his eyes, hi* knees sagged, and 
hi; crumpled on the floor of the ring. When his head cleared 
a trifle, when his leaden legs could move a little, he found 
that Slade was standing near him, could hear the referee: 

*' Five_feix.” Spike Arthur was shouting and waving in 

his corner. The tones of the crowd sounded dim and distant 
in the fighter’s cars. His senses were scattered, hut the 
instincts of the hern fighter were dragging him to his feet. 
The referee had waved Slade into a neutral corner. Clutching 
the ropes, Dynamite dragged himself up into a crouch. Then 
Slade fell upon him like a hurricane. With his face in his 
hands, and his elbow* covering his body, Donnelly staggered 
along’the ropes, twisting and turning in the attempt to ride 
the Hood of punches. Then Slade moved away, and Dynamite 
groped his way to his corner. The round had ended. Spike 
almost sobbed, said: 
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“Oh! Let me throw the towel in, Donny. You can’t go 
on like this. It ain’t a fight at all. lad. You go back and 
there’s going to be a real butchery. Pack up for the love 
of Mike and live to handle gloves another day.” 

“ What hit me? ” asked the dazed scrapper as collodion bit 
into his cuts, as nimble lingers ran over his tired muscles. 

“Don’t you know?” asked Spike, almost wearily. “Red 
butted you witli his head when you were in that clinch. I 
think you’re just about finished, Donny.” 

“ Why the hell didn’t the referee turn him out of the ring? ” 

“ Because he never saw it happen. Slade swung you round 
before he tried it, and then the referee was unsighted. He 
was covering you beautifully.” 

For an instant the referee walked over to them, examined 
the gash over Donnelly’s eye. Then he noticed the swelling 
on the right forearm. Without hesitation he swung round to 
Spike Arthur, stated in no mean tones: 

“ This fight ought not to continue. You’d better throw in 
the towel for Donnelly. Your man isn’t in any state to get 
back .into the ring again.” 

Dynamite placed his hands on the ropes, pulled himself, 
erect, asked: 

“ You mean that you would give the verdict to Red Slade? 
Is that it? ” 

“ Certainly. You know the rules. What else could I do, 
Donnelly? ” 

“ You can let me fight on, and that’s exactly what I intend 
to do. I can say this to you here and now: If you stop this 
fight it only means that I'm going to finish it in Red Slade’s 
dressing-room without gloves! Before I am through with 
Slade, either he hits the canvas—or I do. Take your choice.” 

Lhe referee thumbed his chin, stared at Donnelly admiringly, 
then said: 

111 let you travel for another round, but I’ll give you this 
warning before you start. If you hit the canvas at all I’m 
not going to start fooling about with a count. I’m going to 
stop the fight. You understand? ” 

Spike Arthur, veteran of the ling, had never seen a man 
come back as Don did that night. Before the bell clanged 
Dynamite had called up all his reserve. His nose passed 
over the smelling salts, he washed out his mouth with brandy, 
and then sat, scowling and impatient, waiting for the bell. 

Uang. Donnelly catapulted from his corner, side-stepped 
a wild right swing, came forward on the balls of his feet, 
forking his left with the precision of a dynamo. That 
tuckering glove plastered a trail of ruin from Slade’s waistline 
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to his eyebrows—and then back again. Twice that left 
circled to Red’s jaw as the bigger man strove to fight back. 
Red dashed in to seek the protection of a clinch, but a 
half-arm jolt to the chin rocked him back on his heels, and 
he retreated on the defensive. 

As Slade pedalled backwards Donnelly followed him. Spike 
Arthur was biting his lip until it hurt. He’d never seen a 
crippled scrapper coming back like this. Nor had Slade, nor 
the referee, nor the crowd! Dynamite's left was ripping and 
tearing through Slade’s wavering guard. Slade could retreat 
no more. He had reached the angle of ropes. An attempt 
to reach the centre of the ring was rewarded with a crashing 
left under the heart. The men in Slade’s corner blinked 
their eyes, stared unbelievingly. They knew better than any 
one that Donnelly was fighting with one hand. Gasping for 
breath, Slade bent forward. Then the huge crowd rose to 
its feet. Donnelly swung his shoulder towards Red, his left 
hand started low% and the punch came with every ounce of 
power that Don owned from his heels to the crown of his head, 
with the full weight of his body behind the upward swing. 

Slade never felt that crash under the jaw. Suddenly it 
seemed to him that the sky had fallen in on him; there was 
a roar inside his head, and he felt himself looping the loop 
into the depths of a black, yawning pit. 

With the spectators in a state bordering on mass hysteria 
the referee, himself almost too excited to count, stumbled 
through the performance of counting the seconds. When the 
final “ Ten ” was called Red Slade remained in his original 
resting place. To use an Americanism, he’d been hit with 
everything except the bucket! The referee turned to raise 
the hand of the winner. He couldn’t find it. There was a 
very good reason. Donnelly was also on the canvas, huddled 
in a heap. As the final count arrived he had fainted! 

It was only a little later that, white-faced and bandaged, 
Donnelly lay on the rubbing table in the dressing-room. Spike 
was eyeing him wistfully. 

“ Donny, it was great,” said the old trainer. And he had 
a break in his voice. “ But I don’t think that it can have 
done you any good. The doctor knew' what he was talking 
about when he said that you’d never lay on another glove for 
more than a month. Strained ligaments are like bad pennies 
—they have a habit of coming back. I know. I’ve had ’em. 
Mine weren’t as bad as this one of yours, and they put me 
out of the ring for life. That’s the big trouble, lad. They 
will keep breaking down. Red Slade meant to finish your 
days in the ring. And. Donny. I’m afraid that he’s damned 
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nearly succeeded. I wonder whether lie’s come round yet? 
You certainly handed him a haymaker.” 

Other people began to flood into the small room, all 
congratulatory. Don used his left hand in cordial grips until 
ne laughingly begged them to stop. Suddenly Spike beckoned 
to him mysteriously, remarked quietly: 

“There is someone outside in the passage who’d like a 
word with you. 

Puzzled. Dynamite stepped out of the room. For a moment 

!! '' ’ : V-' 1 * ,e • ■ dgtrt in the wcM-tnil »rcd 

dinner suit. \ci he knew that they had met before. Then a 
broad smile spread over his face us he exclaimed: 

‘Glen Murphy: Now, s’elp me, I call this a real honour 

and privilege! 

T lir.l. tir.: gu'<s.” said the champion. “I just had to 
come around and see yoi . Donnelly. I wanted to tell you to 
r "' ,: 1 ir ° ' •»tu*l.rtck was just about the finest tiling 

,, CVcr . see ? ,n a ril1 ~ Boy. you were grand. I am told 
tha- vn, i0 ter my Mood. Well, I’m ready for you ns soon 
a dung, are fixed, and I’ll '<>ok forward to that day with 
pleasure.^ I ve got an idea t’-at the crowd will sec plenty 
when we re in the ring together. So until that day, Dynamite, 
ai. hot to you—and I raise my hat! Adios” 

Donmlly realised then ’that the stories about the world’s 
champion were true. Glen Murphy gentleman and a 
sportsman, both in the ring and out of it. He wasn't the 
type who d he scared of losing their crown. Dynamite ushered 
hi- visitors out ot the room as quickly as possible. It was 
half an uour afterwards when be seized Spike Arthur’s hand 

STtT cu“ :z:Z«;: h,KQ ’ a s,Kid ™ ku ,hat 

./T” “f-" g n ° qucs!!ons - Donny,” said Spike, struggling 
to retain Ins composure, “and we’ll part good friends If 
you ever wait T imagine that vou’l. he ,V 

‘ ‘ . 1 a ringside seal for mv**eT\ bonny 

on the night you get into the ring with Glen Murphv ’> 

started° C to n 'n ° the ^ter, huskily. Dynamite 

tho vl , . 1 ] '° W,y aIong “; c “ rridor - He didn’t feel as 

mi ,1 Th vc,y "}**• He wot tore in body and 

"n?air J, S„Y Yk™' 0 "* W ! : ass<,d - IIe had b( '<’n damned 

and tel Sot'kiV MY 0 U ^ ^ ^ Sh ° U,d he b *<* 

It was the n d. 1 i ,r0ul,le f ? He topped in his stride. 

fl .„, ,ht r d n V j h 7 r ' ioro r ll,, PS that scattered his thoughts, 

he hid stonneT V -!J ng k r ^ 00i Bng into his face. By accident, 

dY;“ .rr d if ° r T l '7 ^ door of Rod Slade’s 
” ‘ * r.ondcred whether his imagination had 
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tricked him, whether he had heard aright But there could 
be no doubt. Donnelly had recognised the voice of Sandy 
Webb, Red’s manager. He had heard the words with a 
distinctness beyond question. As be paused, Don turned the 
words over in his mind. He had heard them all right. 

“It ain’t bad as it is. Red. But wed have got another 
couple of hundred from The Dealer if you had bust his arm 

properly, made a real job of it. . . , 

There was a silence. Donnelly felt strangely alone wished 
that Spike Arthur had not vanished into the night, wished that 
he had Sam Grace with him, wished a hundred and one things 
which could not come to pa-. While he waited all the other 
events of the hectic night seemed trivial Three or our times 
he tried to persuade himself that he had misheard, that events 
of the day had tricked him into living m a dream world. 
Suddenly Sandy Webb spoke again, and this time his voice 

was little more than a whisper: 

“ Never mind. Red, I know that you did the best you could, 

and you can bet The Dealer knows that as well as we do. 
After all, don’t let this business get you down. \\ e can 
always live to have a crack at Donnelly another day. 

Dynamite placed a hand on his swollen arm. eh the 
of pain going through his head like the steady heat 
trip-hammer. Then he pursed Ins lips, flung hack the . 
and stepped into the small dressing-room. For an instant 
he stared at the two men. Their mouths gaped open, they 
stared at him as though a ghost had gate-crashed their par y. 
Dynamite’s voice was low and menacing, the voice of cold, 

controlled anger, as he asked, quietly: . 

“ And would you mind very much telling me who is the 

man you call The Dealer? ” 


throb 
of a 
door, 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

. TAKE OFF THE GLOVES 

Sandy Webb swung slowly in his chair. Red Slade, lying 
on the rubbing table, took one look at Donnelly, said nothing. 
Dynamite’s fnae was blanchld. Two scowling seconds moved 
towards either side of Sandy Webb. They saw the glint of 
battle in Donnelly’s puffed and bruised eyes 

“You men heard me the first time,” said Don evenly. I 
asked you a very simple question. You’ve been talking about 
a person you call The Dealer. I want to know the name 
and address of that man. I aim to make a social call. 
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“ I dur.no what you’re talking about,” stuttered Webb. “ I 
know that you had a bad time in the ring to-night, but I 
didn’t think you’d taken so much from Red that you’d been 
knocked punch drunk. Seems to me that your best move 
would be to amble along home before you get yourself into 
a tangle.” 

“ I know,” said Dynamite, and there was no change in 
the cold tone of his voice. “ that a couple of minutes ago you 
were discussing The Dealer, were talking about what money 
you might have got from him if Slade had made a real job 
of my arm. I want to know who The Dealer is. Believe 
me, I in not in any humour for bluffing. Give me an answer, 
or I’ll smash the lot of you.” 


Blimey.’ said 'Webb, “now I’ve got no more doubt about 
it. ^ ou must be punch drunk. What’s the big idea—strolling 
around and inventing these fairy stories? No person in this 
room mentioned the bloke you’re talking about. We don’t 
know who he is. and we don’t care. And now get outside.” 

Sandy Webb had confidence in numbers. Already Red 
Slade was sliding very slowly from his bed. The two seconds 
stood with their fists balled. 


“Mold your horses,” said Donnelly. “I’m not batty, and 
my ears are as good as they ever were. I heard all you said 
without any effort. And my question is very, very simple: 
Who is J he Dealer? In a second. Sandy Webb. I’m going 
to bury my fist wrist deep in your stomach. I’ll give you 
that length of time to work things out for yourself. Do you 
open your mouth and say your piece, or do I put you to sleep 
tor longer than you can ever remember? I’m in a hurry 
to beat out of here so don’t start falling. I’m not a patient 


' That sort of talk.” said W^bb, “never has cut any ice 

!r‘ ,ne - , I l. 1 s ; ou, . ,ds vcr y chea P- I dunno what you’re talking 
about and I 11 give you a small word of very large advice. 

V ° Ut « 2 er , c hefore we ?et ready for the undertaker! 
ou won t find any sort of dealer here unless vou imagine 

1 carry Y ,,s drea,n man of yours around with me in^mv 

Donnellv NoW ! ™ saying to you for the last time. 

Donnelly, just get out of here and-” 

Sandv l la r l,CP . n de P riwd of the ellJ of that sentence. 

pocket bn. - C . ha<l any , T* of a deaIer in lds waistcoat 

facto"J ‘ l,e 1 " ,nd 1 sur / ad /rom 1™ like the whine of a 
savll ' vl ‘ e ", ! ,c fo . ,lnd that a fist was ploughing a 

and" deaf t S ° 'l" h, , s W'aislcoat. Then he sat down. Mind 
i j anything hapj.ening i n the realm of consciousness. 
' had been a manager for so long that he I,ad forgotten 
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the years had passed during which he had buried his fitness 
with his conscience and his morals. The still form of the 
manager formed a slight barricade between Dynamite and the 
two seconds who advanced upon him. From the other side 
of the small room Slade was heading rapidly into the offensive. 
For an instant Donnelly ignored the two seconds and stepped 
forward to meet Red Slade. He ducked his head under the 
right so that it curved past his ear; unhooked a left that 
started from the level of his knees. He winced as his 
knuckles took the full impact beneath the point of Slade's 
jaw. With drooping mouth and glazed eyes Red slid very 
slowly to the floor. He had been knocked out for the second 
time that night. 

Donnelly whipped round in time to see one of the seconds 
advancing upon him, an arm upraised, a bottle of liniment 
clutched in his hand. Dynamite swerved out of the line of 
fire, only to feel his arms gripped from behind. His feet 
were swept from beneath him and he was hustled into the 
passage. With a violent twist he jerked himself free and 
swung to meet his new assailants. Then his hands dropped, 
his mouth gaped and he started to laugh. The men facing 
him were Spike Arthur and his own two seconds! 

“You big boob! ” snapped Spike, angrily. “These men 
are just praying for the chance to main you. And you walk 
straight into it. My God, Dynamite, it isn’t a manager that 
you want. It must be a wet nurse. Come out of it! ” 

They pushed the unwilling Donnelly back into his own 
dressing-room. 

“ What started this riot, Donny? ” asked Arthur. He 
listened carefully as the fighter told the story and nodded 
gravely as he heard the details. 

Don, said Spike, I want you to be Quite honest with 
me. Has this man they call The Dealer got anything to do 
with the trouble between the two of us? Has he caused 
you to give me the sack? Give me a straight answer.” 

Dynamite nodded his head miserably. He was more than 
badly shaken. 

“S’truth!” exclaimed Arthur. “And you let yourself be 
spoofed like that? ” 

“ It wasn’t only that. Spike,” said the unhappy fighter. “ I 
just had to do it. No Dealer, or any other man, could have 
made me separate from you. But it was The Dealer who 
started all the trouble. Oh, hell, why didn’t you let me alone 
in that other room until I’d knocked the truth out of that 
bunch? ” 

“Because I’ve got something better to do than 


pass away 
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my time seeing you while you’re in hospital. Surely you’re 
not such a prize can that you think they’d have fought with 
their' hands? Why, man alive, if we hadn’t dragged you 
out you’d have been lying on the floor now with a crimp in 
your arm and a lump like a balloon at the side of your 
head. You may be useful inside the four ropes, Donny, but 
Lord alone knows you’re like a lamb ready for the slaughter 
once you’ve taken off the gloves.” 

“I’m beginning to think that you’re right.” Suddenly 
he smiled as he said, “ I’ll bet Red Slade counts this among 
his really unlucky days! ” 

“ Seems to me that I’ve lost one job and found another,'’ 
remarked Spike. “ You earn* on with your fighting, Donny, 
and while you’re throwing leather about in places I’m going 
to amuse myself rather more than somewhat.” 

“You worry me a bit. Spike. lust what do you aim to 
start doing? ” 

“ I’m planning to (list over for myself who the man is who 
is so busy throwing liter spanners into your works and mine. 
I want to find out ii he caused the murder of Phil Gregory. 
He’s got me the sack, and he’s done his best to provide, you 
with a broken arm. And when I catch up with that bloke 
he’ll he owing me so much that the fun will he fast and 
furious. I don’t think, however, that The Dealer will he 
able to see the joke.” 

“ Take it seasy. Why not let me join in the entertainment. 
Spike? After all. I’m entitled to some of the fun after all 
that he’s handed to me.” 


“ I’ll see that you’re there, my lad. Spike twisted his 
mouth oddly as he asked the quaint question, “Do you think 
if we were careful v.c could hurt him pretty badly without 
murdering him? I wouldnt like him to die.” 

“ I think we could fix things so that he wished he might 
die. At any rate. Spike, we could make a damned good 
attempt. I’ll do all I can.” 

And on that pleasant sentiment the men shook hands and 
escorted each other to the entrance of the stadium. There they 
parted for the night. Donnelly took a taxi. He wondered whether 


to return to his fiat, but imagined that it was not worth the 
risk. He stopped at a telephone booth and rang Mae Terrence. 

Hello, dear,” he said. “ I know you’re not verv interested, 
bui I thought you might like to know that I managed to win 
to-night.” 

Am I supposed to congratulate you, Don? You know my 
tetlmgs well by now. What interests me more is whether 


na-.e got lid of Spik. Arthur.” 
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There was a noticeable pause before Dynamite Donnelly 

replied: , , . _ _ , , 

“Yes, I have had a word with him. But I don t want 

you to get the idea into your head, Mac, that it is all over 

and done with. I haven’t yet come to any definite decision 

about Spike. I’ll let you know when I ve had tune to turn 

it over in my mind. It seems to me, Mae. that in spite 

He ceased speaking. The line was dead. Mac Torrence 

ha i d t h wa" 6 e'lCTen o’clock one morning t wo weeks later when 
the Harley Street specialist held a cushion in the air lx lore 
the bronzed young man in Ids consulting room There was 
a smile playing on his face as he said: Hit this, Donnelly, 

us hard as you can with your right hand. 

The doctor spun round slightly as the cushion left his 
hand, arrived in the far corner of the room. Donnelly waited 

anxiously for the verdict. . 

“ Did you feel any pain at all? ” asked the specialist. Any 

wrench as your armcame forward? You must tell me the 

truth vou know. Don’t stall. , T , 

“Tin telling the truth, doctor. I felt nothing at all. Then* 

' Tlial^'splcnclid. f never expected you’d recover from 
that far so quickly. I think you’re all right now Of course 
vou’ll have to be more than a bit carcfiu. That arm will 
• nn io the strain it could take in t.u* past. 

Ur e e, it aS as li«Te as possible when you’re in training again, 
i \ n vou’re in the ring I’d advise you not to use your 
Hpi,t"uniess you think that lo using it once you won t have 

t0 Don 'Grinned. Il^could scarcely misunderstand the 

r nli'ts’s meaning. The boxer’s step was springy cs Ik 

SP i? 1 tn the offices of Motirain, the promoter For two 
walked to the omce thc sun a t Rhyl, forgetting 

weeks Dynamite . tQ recover from the effects 

everything except llic C ut over his eye 

of his fight wi n Red blaac. no lrou bl e . 

yt; ;i;;L e es s T™i L *>- 

“V physical.; Mentally, he was as miserable as 
1 Peter and A V cl ^e h ^S‘;nnreI«cd* 

No person "with eyesight could avoid noticing his superb 

CO ‘‘hIT At °Te moment you look to 
me like ten men. 
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“ Give me ten days or a fortnight and I*il take on any one 
you like.” 

“ That’s the sort of talk I like to hear. Now we can get 
down to facts. I can fix for you to fight Ace Walters on 
the twenty-sixth. That would be in sixteen days’ time. The 
winner is to fight Glen Murphy. Do you think that you’d 
be ready to take the ring, by then or not? I must know 
now.” 

Donnelly’s eyes glistened as he heard Mottram. Now his 
chance was on the way—one more fight before he threw 
glavcs at the great Glen Murphy! This was a piece of real 
news to tell Mae. He was half dreaming when he heard 
Mottram continuing to arrange details: 

/‘The fight at Olympia. Fifteen three-minute rounds. 
^ °ur end of the purse is six hundred. Just let me know 
whether that suits you, Donnelly.” 

'I ,n niore than content. I’ve waited a long time for this 
chance.” 


Oh. I was asked to mention the matter of a sidestake. 
Ace \\ alters has the idea in his head that you were just 
built specially in order that he can beat you. His backers 
are so confident that they’ll lay five hundred on him at even 
money if you want to take any, or all, of the bet. So what? ” 
“ This.” said Peter Stader, “ is where I step in. You can 
tell Walters, and his backers, that they can have a thousand 
pounds covered if it suits.” 


Don looked at his backer gratefully. It was fine to feel 
such confidence. 


“ One other matter,” remarked Mottram. “ I hear that 
you and Spike Arthur have parted company. That’s a 
damned stupid piece of work on your part, but it’s your 
concern and none of my business. All that I am wanting 
from you at the moment is the name of your new manager 
and of your new trainer.” 


“ I haven’t as yet fixed up with a trainer. But from now 
on I’m my own manager, and I’ll sign contracts and look 
after all the business.” 


“Tell me.” said Peter Stader, “just what was the matter 
with Spike? ” 

“Merely a private affair. It has nothing to do with 
business on hand.” 


All right, Donnelly. I wasn’t making any effort to unearth 
>oui guilty secrets. By the way, where are you going to 
train? I’d like to know.” 


“That T 


Windsor.” 


can t say at the moment. 

A&& i rp 


I thought of trying 
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The evening was drawing to a close when Don succeeded in 
finding Mae Terrence at home. There was a plaintive note 
in his voice as he asked: 

“Where on earth have you been all day, dear? I’ve called 
for you twice before, but each time you were out. I was 
hoping to spend the day with you.” 

“Must I explain how I spend every minute of my time. 
Remember, Don, that you may be engaged to me but you don’t 
own me. I’m not a small child who has to explain every move 
they make. You didn’t consider me very much when you 
moved out for a fortnight’s holiday and left me entirely alone.” 

“ But you know perfectly well, Mae, that I had to go. You 
know why I went.” 

“All I really know is that you look upon yourself as the 
only person in the world who is entitled to make excuses. 
I’m getting tired of it.” 

“Oh, stop quarrelling! I’m tired to death of walking into 
trouble. Eevery time I turn a corner I seem to strike another 
packet. Each time I meet you now it seems inevitable that 
we should have a first-class row. Let’s bury the hatchet. 
Mae. Listen, I’ve got some really good news for you.” 

“That will be a change! Mostly, I only seem to hear 
about you woes.” 

“ Don’t be catty, dear,” Don was determined to achieve 
some sort of peace. “This morning I signed the contract to 
fight Ace Walters in just over two week’s time. And the 
winner is to fight Glen Murphy for his title. Now, isn’t that 
great news? All we’ve got to do now is fix the date for the 

wedding.” , • ' 

“Is that so? I imagine that there will he plenty of time 

to talk about that when you’ve beaten Glen Murphy. And 


you haven’t done that yet.” 

Dynamite stared at her, surprised and hurt. He was 
beginning to notice a curious hardness in Mac, an aloofness 

that he hadn’t observed before. „ 

“I’m thinking of going to Windsor to tram, he said 
weakly. “ If I do that you can come down and see me at 

the week-ends. Would you like that? 

“ It isn’t altogether my idea of a perfect week-end to hang 
around a fighter’s training quarters. I can think of many 
better things to do. I may come down one Sunday, but Im 
not promising. Now be a good boy and get along home. I 
must confess that I feel more than a little tired. Good-night, 


dear.” Q 

“Is there anything wrong, Mae? 

from me these days.” 


You seem miles away 


/ 
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“ No, nothing at all—except that I am tired. Now please 
go home, Don/’ o 

The nor.tr departed. He felt bent. bettered and 
bewildered. F.ven the knowledge that a fight with the 

champion was now in the offing failed to disperse his 

despondency. And as the days passed the feeling of 

uneasiness incrca c ed. The grind of training had never before 
affected ids nerves. But at Windsor he felt listless and 
dispiiited. The absence cf Spike Arthur affected his work, 
and the v.idening gap between himself and Mac worried him 
more than he would care to confess.' Occasionally his 
thoughts would turn to the vision of the middleweight title, 
and then Ids training would proceed at a feverish pace. But 
thc-o hursts were of short duration, and when the reaction 
set in l.e would walk for miles in the Great Park, solitary 
and miserable. To add to Ids troubles, differences had 
already arisen between himself and his new trainer, Dan 

Bailey. 

M wl!r. and monlbs of experimenting had taught Spike 

Arth :c the be*l wav in whi'h to handle Donnellv. ilie most 

0 0 

.subtle methods to bring him to the peak of fitness. The 
fruits of the experiments made by Spike were not lo9t upon 
D; aandte and he objected to the efforts made by Dan Bailey 
to abandon ihe old routine, to introduce new methods. From 


the out;'? Bailey had made it plain that Donnellv was to 
work harder than he had ever worked before. The fighter 
had argued bitterly against the advice, had urged again and 
again that lie needed only light training, that heavy work 
wouM make him stale and slow. The atmosphere of family 
affection that had been c o strong in Spike Arthur’s training 
camp had now disappeared. Now there was a constant 
undercurrent of hitler feeling. 

Bailey had insisted that Donnelly should concentrate on 
perfecting his right counter to the body. Again and again 
the fighter hr.d refused to use his right hand for anv heaw 
work, insisted that lie preferred an entirely unpractised punch 
to any training that would place an unnecessary strain on 
bis arm ligaments. The row 1 between trainer and fighter 
had been more acrimonious than usual. Donnelly finally 
informed Bailey that after lunch he intended travelling to 
London to seeu-c another trainer. Dynamite was still 
scowling when, determined to bring matters to a head, he 
took his small car out of the garage. His nerves were on 
ed’ 1 '. Certainly it did not improve his temper to discover 
that the self-starter refused to operate. Flinging himself 
out of the driving seat bo tore uifo the gymnasium and said: 
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“Have any of vou men been tampering with my car? 
Somebody has bust the self-starter, and I'm here to know 
who did it. Well, let’s be hearing things 

Bailey and the men in the gym stared at lnm. 1 nen 

Bailey asked: , , 9 

“Why on earth should anybody want to touch your car? 

^“That car" "must have been interfered with. It. was all 

ri ^Don*t t be 8 crazy, man,” said Bailey, scornfully. “ Tlie 
battery is probably run down. That’s about .11 tha *wrong 
[ don’t want you running in here like a spoilt child. Go 
away and teach yourself some sense—if you can. 

“I don’t think it is worth while to smash your face for 
you” said Don, “since this is your last day here. ^ bile 
I’ve gone you can amuse yourself by packing what clothes 
you've got and taking a good look at tnc train times. If 
I find you here when I return you’ll be needing an ambulance 
-not a train. The same goes for the men you brought hero 

' 'Hurrying out of the gymnasium, Donnelly swung the 
star, “n/ handle of the car viciously. There was a sharp cry 
of pain as the fighter seized his right arm and was flung 
violently against the nrodtruard. His arm had taken tl^ f, 

& WsUnrbr&rV n. ligaments had revolted 

Un Donr,elw tTon the running hoard of the car and bit his 
lip. He wa* in agony. Tears streamed down his cheeks. 
Moments dragged by before he could fight down the pain. 
When he stood up he gazed at the instrument board m the 
cir What he saw filled him with blinding fury. Torre wn* 
no longer anv doubt about the car being tampered with. 
Not only had the starter been put cut of action, but toe 

throttle had been fully advanced! He tried to reason calm y. 
V V u . ‘ nn MW ta c k When he had been inside the 

gym Bailey, Reynolds and Mace had been present. But 
Buddy Pearce, a sparing partner collected by Bailey, had 
been missing. Slowly Dynamite rose to h.s feet and walked 
hack t" the gymnasium, fde refrained from holding h.s arm. 
“ Perhaps,” he said, quietly, “you would tell me where 

Bl “ In London by now, I imagine,” said Bailev. “ I sacked 

Hil “ 'Ibat’s^news^to me. Mind telling me just why you 
sacked him so quickly? 



61 


STAND IT P AND FIGHT 


“ Because I thought he was too 9low to be of any real 
use to you.” 

“Then why didn’t you tell rac that you’d sacked him? 
This is my camp.” 

“There was no reason why I should. I gave him the 
job and I took the job away from him. I can’t see that 
there is anything wrong with that.” 

“ I suppose you didn’t suggest to him that if he saw my 
self-starter out of action and advanced the throttle on my car, 
there was an outside^ chance that I might bust my right 
aim? Or hadn’t that sweet thought occurred to you.” 

“\ou’ve got that car on the brain this morning. I don’t 
know what on earth you are talking about. We thought that 
vou were on your way to Town.” 

Donnelly was thinking at high pressure. His instinct was 
urging him to be cautious. There was a long period of 
silence before he remarked: 

Someone fixed that car so that I’d smash my arm. 
f.uckily, I saw that the throttle was advanced before I used 
the handle. Otherwise I reckon the fight with Ace Walters* 
would have had to be called off. Tell Pearce that when I 

meet him there’ll will be another bed filled in some hospital. 

S’long.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


CALLING A BLUFF 

It was an hour later when Dynamite steered his car round 
to 1 lie door of his adviser in Harley Street. But, for him, 
it had been more than a trying hour. Even the pain stabbing 
his arm had no place in his mind. Donnelly knew only too 
well that his misery came from within, that superb physical 
condition couldn’t dim down the throbs of discomfort in his 
mind. When he walked into the consulting room, stripped, 
talked to the doctor, explained what had happened, he waited 
for the \erdict with curious thoughts. He knew that his 
right arm had passed out on him and wondered why it could 

happen that he took the event as being subordinate to his 
other worries. 

And now.” he said. “ would you tell me how I am fixed 
•or that fight? ” 

t A die specialist. “Since I’ve first known you 

1 , thlnk . r you a grcc that I’ve been dead straight. I will be 
'* • our fight with Ace Walters is quite impossible. Your 
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arm cannot recover in nine days. There is no alternative- 
and I feel sorry for you. Call off the fight. If you get into 
the ring with that right arm you’re heading for a massacre. 

“ Doctor, I’m fighting for something more than yon 
understand. 1 don’t care if the fight wrecks me for ever, l 
don’t give a hoot if I never put my foot m a ring again. 

I don’t care if I sacrifice all I’ve got all Im ever likely to 
have. I must get into that ring, and fight Walters. Follow? 
“You came here for advice. You ve had it. The whole 

thing is impossible.” 

“So you say. And I know that you mean every word 
of it. But I am not giving up hope. You know the way m 
which I bounce back like a rubber ball. Well, that is what s 
going to happen this time. Can I come to see you the day 
before the fight—that is. in eight days’ time? Then examine 

m< The specialist shook his head sorrowfully as he placed a 
hand on Don’s shoulder. 

“ Don’t deceive yourself, Donnelly, he said. iou will 
not be able to fight Ace Walters. Come and see me at any 
time you like, but remember that there isn’t much that T 
can do. Nor can any other man. The only thing to help 
you is time. And that I can’t sell to any one. I know you 
and I admire you. Here is an address. Go there each 
morning for half an hour’s massage. I will tell them what 
is to be done. Apart from that there is nothing I can do.” 

“Oh, doctor, before T go” said Donnelly, awkwardly; it 
would be more than difficult if you mentioned this 

conversation at any time to any one.” . 

“In the course of your travels have you ever heard of 
professional secrecy? ” The doctor smiled and added. “ It 
means that you stay dumb. Donnelly. I wish you the best of 
luck. You’ll need it. Nov; get along and call off the fight.” 

Dynamite made his next call at the offices of fhe Daily 
Wire. In a few minutes he had Terry Coulson. the famous 

boxing writer, talking to him. 

“I’ve got a bit of news for you. Mr. Coulson,” be said. 
“You can state that I’ve finished my training for the fight 
with Aee Walters. You see. I’m in perfect condition already 
and I feel that I might go stale if I tram on. So I ve bung 
up the gloves, and now I’ll do nothing but road work. 

Coulson was no fool. He switched his cigarette to the 
other side of his mouth, stared at Donnelly for an 

appreciable time, and then remarked: 

“I’ve been covering the fighting racket for twenty years 
and this is a new one on me. Still, you must have thought 

3 
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it out very carefully. And while you’re here I’d like you to 
tell me what your chances are. Go ahead.” 

Donnelly had hoped that this moment would come. He 
replied to the query deliberately and carefully. Yet the 
words were delivered casually: 

“ You can say, Mr. Coulson, that I’ll put Walters down 
with a right inside five rounds. I reckon that Ace is a 
sucker for what I’ve got for him.” 

“That’s a tall order,’ said Coulson. “Some faith in the 
right, eh? ” 

“ Surely. There’s every reason why I should have. I 

know rny.own weight.” 

The plan of campaign was developing rapidly in his 
mind as he left the newspaper offices. The trouble was that 
more than anything else he wanted the advice of Spike 
Arthur. lie knew that the old-timer’s knowledge of the ring 
would be worth plenty. And Donnelly wanted all the sincere 
advice he could get—from whatever source it came. Before, 
he had been in various forms of trouble. Now he sat on 
top of nothing else. But Don was fastened down in an 
awkward spot. It wasn’t easy to approach Spike. The 
thought that he made no move until he was in a jam might 
rankle with Arthur. And if Mae heard the news the balloon 
would soar skywards. For five minutes Don worried and 
wondered. Then he drove the car to Spike Arthur’s place. 

Spike greeted him cheerily, quite as though such items 
as separation had never been mentioned. They sat together 
in the small sitting-room as Dynamite told his story. For 
ten minutes Spike said nothing. In his fistic days he was 
noted for a poker face. He was using it now, saying nothing, 
giving a nod of the head from time to time. Finally Donnelly 
sat back. His tale was told. All that he wanted now was a 
verdict. 

“I reckon,” said Spike, eventually, “that The Dealer is 
behind this lot? ” 

Don nodded. It wasn’t a question, merely a statement 
of fact. He said: 

“ Must be. There isn’t any one else who’d take the trouble 
and the risk. 1 can’t understand what I’ve done to cause 
all this trouble. Who am I?” 

“ I ve got an idea that I’m beginning to see daylight. But 
oj the time being I’m staying dumb. When you paid me 
on* Donny. I didn’t hear your real reason, and I didn’t press 
you lor it. I he same sort of arrangement goes now—only 
the other way round. When I’m sure of my ground you’ll 
car all about it. Until then—well, the first move is to see 
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what can be (lonHSTyou. f may be wrong but you talked 
as though you’d got an idea in your mind. Let s be hearing 
from you and then we’ll discuss what can be done.’ 

Donnelly felt like a small child as he hitched his ehair 

f0 ™You‘ see, Spike. I didn’t tell Dan Bailey, or any of the 
boys at Windsor, that my arm took the count on that starting 
handle. Then I went to the Daily Wire and told Terry 
Coulson that I’d finished training, that was very confident 
that I would put Ace Walters away with a right inside five 
rounds. With a right. Spike, with a right. Are you 

“faineant ffi”n hi- chair and stroked a wrinkled 
forehead. For a moment there was a flicker of bewilderment 

in his eves. He commented^,- 

“But you can’t linear »hy the song 

followed what a, ,b- 

I don’t -tand V A, ‘- <lay * for ^broidery and 111 ndSer 

an x j l r e L at 1 

lf.ee Walters to fight me with his wcathcr.^bn my right 
\ce wai - ,1 any p Cr son can know that 

hand He knows a ^‘mitc because of my left hand. 

people VV^Uers lancerarotind pushing out his left. 
Very well. Wall _ the . with a haymaker from my 

W . a l t ; ng o7 course he isn’t tipped off that my right wouldn’t 

mike a dent in a mould of jelly. Fact is that mv right 
make a , , 1<y i. t intend at any moment to put hi- 

h e ad S roMhly where hi halo might he. Whenever I come 

‘".S's iT.s~i 

flies off" 1 is face, and stop him getting ^ »nder th e short 

--- 

carry on. Don. w ,, is eve n better than 

mlt HnsXt I’m too^lowrn 

him, ‘?pi^ k 

moving:in on the_ ballsof hisfeeb He ^ ^ might do 
himself that; hell h three cracks, and that’s going 

,7The problem 6 Ace Walters is much ,00 tough ,0 take 


” hut 

I do. 
light, 
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a kayo with one left. So this is the programme: I try to 
persuade him to try a real crack with his right hand. He is 
bound to try an uppercut. That’s his strong suit in the 
punching game. I slip under his arm, smack a left to the 
chin with all that I’ve got, sink my right in his mid-section, and 
come again with the left. That should be lights out, eh? ” 

“And if it isn’t?” asked Spike. He stroked his chin as 
he waited for a reply. 

“ Then.” said Dynamite, calmly, “ it is certain to be lights 
out for me.” 

“ Donny,” suggested Spike, uncomfortably, “ there is 
another way in which it could be done. You can drop your 
punched and take him low. Naturally, they’d give the fight to 
Ace Walters on a foul, but you’ve got to remember that you 
could always arrange a return when your arm was strong 
again.” 

Dynamite stared at Arthur with steady eyes. Then he 
shook his head slowly. 

“ I’d rather burn my gloves here and now than try . 
anything like that. If I can’t win without that stuff I’d 
rather not win at all. No, Spike! ” • 

“ I was hoping that you’d say that,” remarked Spike. 

“ Still, there’s one big thing worrying me about this small 
programme of yours. I’m thinking of the part when you 
throw across that right-hand punch. Even a push with that 
mitt might finish you for the rest of your life. Don't you 
think that you could manage it with just the two lefts if you 
were in position? ” 

“No, I don’t think so. Besides I was aiming to pin the 
right into his midriffs. There it won’t hurt me very much. 
It ain’t like striking a jaw. All that it comes to, Spike, is 
that I vc got to make my left better than it has ever been 
before. That is one of the things I came to see you about. 

I know you’ve bought the idea book. So. tell me. what do 
T do?” 

“ Before you start thinking about your left, or what you 
enn do with it, I’d advise you to start training in a place 
where these accidents—if that’s a good word—don’t happen. 

I trained a couple of times down in Cornwall at a place 
called Perranporth. You might do worse than try it.” 

And keep the thing an entire secret from everybody. Is 
that the idea? ” 1 

It wouldn t be any use going there if you broadcast the 
news, would it? ” 

Naturally, I’d have to toll Mae. But. apart from her. 
Id say nothing.” 
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“ If you told Mae Terrance, or any one else, I’m through. 
I’Ve got no more interest. Don’t come to me for adv,ce if 
you won’t take what I say. You re wasting your tune, and 
mine. I’m through with the party. That s all Don. 

“ Lord, Spike, I’m engaged to the girl. Surely I must let 

h " Heal “yourself. ” Tell Mae. or anybody else, and I’m 
,h ™Then U h soundfto me as though I’ve got to take your 
ad “ i Good A1 Now ht we can go ahead. When you get down to 
r e h r 3 rl eve d ry dayTr ’ thre'e spell's of twenty “minutes each 

r # H d .^ minutes every 

“• I’m a goTng ? to send a thVrtog whh 

he’ll know how to * rca y ” ur side an< | practise countering 
him hold your nght ^ ^ first fcw days . when you’re 

with your left. II > r j«l,t, let the other boy fall 

feeling comfortable with you ^, aIlers docs . After a few 

into a crouch J“ 5t ^ d ur ow n style fitting into a 
attempts «hnt way y o u ^ his guard> or draw ,, 

method so ha y have foun d the best way to beat 

W^r^li yl 

^ don’t use P yol right I reckon that punch can wait 

u a e «ime- 

- -ed 

you Triemslior^decent* o’f foil to lake al, this trouble dud 
,el1 For^’it,” said Spike, gruffly and abruptly. “I’m 


anxious to help you. natt : ng Arthur on the back, took 

the only person k cm0t ^ S t ' hat j com e to consider matters. 


70 


STAND UP AND FIGHT 


sparing partner. A boy as clever as you tell me I want, 
and a lad who can close his mouth, isn’t to be found like a 
flower in spring. Where’d you think I ought to find one? ” 

“ Don’t trouble about that, Don. I’ve got one for you 
already.” 

“ But—but, you didn’t know that I’d want anybody, you 
didnt know that I’d ever come back to you. I can’t follow 
this at all, Spike. I’m dazed.” 

“Somehow I knew that you’d be along this way again. I 
didn’t stop my head working because you were impetuous 
for a moment. I’ve got a boy.” 

“That must have been a helluva job. Who is he, Spike? 
Do I know him? ” 

“ Pretty well. He knows you a bit too well. It is Kid 
Parkin! ” 

Donnelly looked at Spike Arthur dubiously. There had 
been times when Spike could demonstrate a malicious sense 
of humour. But this time the old man’s face w r as set in 
serious lines. There was no trace of a smile. 


“ My God! ” exclaimed Dynamite Donnelly. “ He must 
be an even better sport than I thought he was. To come 
back with an offer like this after the real pasting I handed 
out to him-Well, I dunno. I’m getting out of my depth.” 

“ Kid Parkin hasn’t forgotten that you played a dead 
clean game with him.” 

“ Maybe I did. But what on earth made you pick on the 
lad at all. Spike? ” 

“ If you’d use your head and your memory you’d know 
that the answer is pretty obvious. Kid Parkin fought eleven 
gruelling rounds with Ace Walters before he kissed the 
canvas. What he doesn’t know' about W’allcrs isn’t worth 
teaching to anybody. Add one other item to that, Don. Kid 
Parkin is just living for the day when Ace takes all that 
the Kid couldn’t give him. That boy will treat you as 
though you’re his own brother. I’ll fix up for him to meet 
you at Paddington in the morning. In the meantime I’ll find 
out what train you take, and let you both know all about it. 
Brtit it now, Donny. and forget that you ever heard of a place 
called Perrauporth.” 


“All I can say, and it isn't easy for me to say it, is that 
when 1 think about myself and then I think of two real men 
like yourself and Kid Parkin. I reckon that I’m about ns 
high as twopeanyworth of coppers.” 

L* You’d be a bigger man than either of us if you 
diun t let your heart run away with your head. Outside the 
ring you re a babe and suckling.” 
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Donnelly shrugged his broad shoulders. He was in no 
mood to argue. The daylight seemed to be seeping into his 
brain at last. He rose from his chair and was steering a 
vrav towards the door when the telephone bell rang. 

‘‘Ml right. Spike,” he said. ’‘HI answer it and save you 
a job. Maybe one of the newspaper boys wants a spot of 

information. Hang on for a moment. ’ 

He raised the receiver and received a sudden jolt when a 
voice called out: “I believe Mr. Donnelly is there. Could 

1 ‘‘Surely.""^Thi^ b^ Donnelly on the line at this end. What 

“ The° votee U came over the wire strongly and vibrantly. 

almost menacingly: . T . 

“ I’m glad that you are in, Mr. Donnelly. This is 1 h. 

^Dynamite twitched, startled into consternation. He 

recovered his calm. . T . Vnn'rp the 

“ Oddly enough, I’m glad that I was 
very man I’ve been wanting to have a word with for quit 

3 l^tT/ed ^’an SZTSL* towards Spike Arthur. 

’''“"so"you*really arc The Dealer, are you? Mind giving 

^Trainer Zpped his pipe, sat erect, then rose to his 

fc «J* , , j nlea«ed ” said The Dealer, “ that I gave 

vou a° U pe S rsonal call. It isn’t often that I consider people 

./MZZased 0 Tve e beeTkoking forward with great 

to tr*oil 

won’t take me long, so please don ^ , wi „ t]am 

day I’m go.ng to call They might be able to 

as I leave and >o They won’t by your face. There 

l e „ n fbeZy y .er And would 7 ou mind telling me why 

V0U o Y m our de clmen;s ^"a" ^interesting. I find you a 
fascinating P er80 "*” , for you . Mind handing out 

, " T Z ? Z ’ I don’, usually make my calls a, ,1ns 

timeTnZe P day, but I’ll make a„ ? exception in ? your case. Or 

! * “ITuppose'fighthiTmaZ one morbid and vicious. It does 
sometldng else E It leaves you without a normal mtelltgence. 
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Any average man would have known by now that it wa6 
time he faded out. You can’t see the truth when it hits you 
in the face. Nor could Phfl Gregory. It is all very sad.” 

“Twisted Dealer,” snapped Donnelly, “you don’t have f 
tell me that you are using the ’phone to inform me that my 
week’s washing is now waiting at the laundry, and I know 
that your aunt has tonsillitis. So what is it? ” 

Oh, 111 say all that .1 want to say before I ring off. I’d 
strongly urge you to listen for a couple of minutes. And 
please use whatever amount of brain you’ve got because I 
hate repeating statements. You’ve been given one or two 
lessons, and your feeble intelligence wasn’t sufficient to grasp 
them. That was not my fault. I knew you had the mentality 
of a child, but I didn’t realise that you were an imbecile. 
I he next time I take a hand in your game you can kiss 
good-bye to yourself as a fighter. Unless the gods are with 
you I imagine you can say farewell to yourself as a human 
being. If Ace Walters can’t stop you there is one person who 
can—and that person you are listening to at the moment. 
\ ouve got as much chance of fighting Glen Murphy as I 
have of feeling sorry for you, and it doesn’t need me to 
tell you that that is quite impossible. If you want to live 
for a while longer take a ticket to some place unknown, 
and make certain before you start that I’m not likely to 
visit there. England is definitely too small for both of us, 
and, unfortunately for you, I intend to remain here. I know 
that sounds like bad news. It is meant to be. If you can 
ever learn sense—take my advice. This is the only good 
turn I will ever do you. That’s all I telephoned about. A 
pleasant journey to you.” 

“You 're wrong. Mister Dealer.” said Donnelly. “ You’ve 
recited all you want to say, but you’ve forgotten that you 
never gave me a chance to start. Now I’d like to add a few 


•words. I’m going to thrash Ace Walters, and I’m going to 
take the title from Glen Murphy. When I’ve finished with 
both of them I’m going to show the world that I was playing. 
Because then I’m going to thrash you. And when I’m through 
with you everbody will reckon that I treated Walters and 
Glen Murphy with amazing kindness. If you’ve got any 
relatives let ’em know how to identify you. So far you owe 
me pie 'y. And wdien I decide to collect I want more than 
a thousand per cent interest. I want vou—and. Mister Dealer, 
lm goinc to find you, and break you!” 

Donnelly heard the click as the receiver was slammed 
own at the other end of the wire. The fighter was frowning 
as ank down on the divan. His former trainer spoke to 
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him. Donnelly made no attempt to reply. He was more 
than worried. It had been obvious that The Dealer had 

disguised his voice. It was too artificial to be genuine. Yet 
Dynamite was certain that at some time, in some place, he 
had heard that voice before, was convinced that the speaker 
was no stranger to him. But where had he heard that voice? 
And, more important, who was the owner of the voice? It 

seemed so odd—that he knew, and didn’t know. When he 

left Spike Arthur’s house ten minutes later the same 

questions were firing througli his head like high velocity 
shells. 


CHAPTER NINE" 

ODD TRAININC 

“Just try another one, Donny, and keep your right up as 
you come in.” 

For the hundredth time Dynamite set himself, and Kid 
Parkin’s right glove followed his body as he stepped in to 
uppercut. A left flashed under his curving arm. there was 
a tentative movement of Don’s right, and then the left cut 
another arc to the Kid’s jaw. 

“ Won’t do,” laughed Parkin, “ but it’s a good thing for 
me that you’re pulling your punches. The trouble is that 
you’re not getting your shoulder under that first left. Try 
again. Now, this time, when you swerve away from my right, 
take the strain on your right leg and stiffen the other leg as 
you come up with the hook. Ace always pulls his arm wide 
when he upper-cuts, so you’ll have plenty of room to get 
inside his punch. Come along.” 

And so this queer training went on . . . again and again. 
Dynamite felt nothing of the monotony calculated to arise 
from the constant repetition of the same three blows. Even 
as he ran down the tremendous expanse of sand on the 
rock-girt shore his feet were moving unconsciously to the 
beat of one. two. three, one, two, three, and his hands beat 
the air in a tattoo of left, right, left; left, right, left. Before 
him, whether eating, walking or working, there was the 
hard-bitten, flat-nosed face of Ace Walters. Inside the 
fighter’s head one phrase was running with steady insistence, 
“ I’ve got to beat him.” 

Kid Parkin reserved his smiles for the moments when 
Dynamite circled, panther-like, before the swinging 
punch-bag. Don’s head streaked sideways as he pivoted on 
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his feet, then his left shot upwards, and the dull thud as his 
glove caught the hag made the Kid wince. He knew as well as 
any one what sort of force there was behind that vicious hook. 
One day, in a moment of excitement, the Kid recalled an 
expression he had heard when he was fighting in America. 

“ Dynamite,” he said, “ you hit like nobody's business.” 

Donnelly turned to grin at his helper. The Kid saw a 


frown cloud the boxers features, effacing the cheery smile. 


“ One day, Kid,” muttered Dynamite. “ I’m going to hit like 
somebody's business.” 

“ Reckon you’re thinking of the night when you’ll be 
throwing gloves at Glen Murphy? ” 

“ You’re wrong, Kid. I’m thinking of someone else.” 

“ I’m glad it isn't me,” said the Kid, hiding his surprise. 


“ Who is this unfortunate bloke?-” 


“ I don’t know his name.” answered Donnelly. 

The Kid stared at him incredulously. 

“You must be going crackers,” he said. “Come and 
breathe some sea air before you think of any more funny 
stories. Humour, Donny, isn’t your strongest suit.” 

When the fight was two days away Spike arrived to give 
Don the “ once over.” For five minutes he watched the fighter 
shadow-boxing before he called Kid Parkin into the makeshift 


ring. 

“ Slip your sweater off. Kid. I want Dynamite to have u 
real try-out. Get into this chin-guard so that you can stand 
up to him without stopping a kayo. I want you to go a 
couple of two-minute frames and no fancy stuff. This is no 
pat-hall game. Hit him with your right as hard as you cap. 
If Donny can’t miss your right by now lie's been wasting his 
time down here. Dynamite, come here. I’m reckoning that 
if you can catch the Kid with your new stuff it shouldn’t be 
hard to plant them on Ace Walters. Don’t get sentimental 
about hitting him. but keep your right away. We can’t afford 
to let that crack just for the sake of a try-out.” 

The second round was in its infancy when Kid Parkin 

whipped his right for Don’s jaw. Ironically enough, the Kid 

rem< mbered too late the trap they’d so regularly practised. 
The fir^-t punch shook him to his heels, but with lightning 
speed he dropped his hands to guard against the right. 
Unfortunately in his hurry he forgot the left hook which 

followed the other two in a swirl of speed. The 

leather-padded chin-guard was not enough to save him and 
he dived to the floor with outstretched hands. 

“ And there goes Ace Walters,” said Spike as he sponged 
tbe Kid’s face and neck. “All you’ve got to do now, Donny, 
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is to tempt Ace to fling his right. Then it should he 
curtains/’ 

“ That was great,” murmured the Kid when his head had 
cleared. 

“ Boy, you're a wonderful sportsman,” said Dynamite 
admiringly, “ and I just couldn’t find it in me to hit you 
with all I’d got.” 

Kid Parkin and Spike gazed at him blankly. The Kid was 

the first to recover his breath. 

“ Holy Moses,” he gasped, “ here’s a bloke who hits me 
on the jaw with a six-ounce glove, smacks my chin into my 
hair through a leather head-guard, knocks me clean goofy 
for the long count, and then he says—and then lie says-” 

Kid Parkin had a vocabulary adequate for most 
emergencies, but this time his tongue wavered impotently 
before the powers of speech finally deserted him. 

“ Ye 9 , he’ll manage to take Walters,” interposed Spike, 
** but he wouldn’t have a dog’s chance with Glen Murphy with 
that light out of action. That left would never keep the 
champ on the canvas for the full ten.” 

“ What do you think Murphy is, then,” said the Kid— “a 
piece of ferro-concrete? ” 

“ No,” answered Spike quietly, “ but he’s a real 
champion.” 

The three busied themselves with the impromptu 
gymnasium. The last day’s work had been done. Not until 
the room had been emptied did Spike turn to Donnelly. 

“ Take a walk on the sands for half an hour, Donny. I 
want to have a talk to the Kid. I suppose you know what 
1 want to tell him.” 

If Donnelly wasn’t sure what the subject of the talk was 
before he went, there was no doubt in his mind when he 
returned. The Kid’s scowling face made explanation 
superfluous. 

“Fve told him about your little troubles, Dynamite,” said 
Spike. In fact, laddy. I’ve told him so much about them 
that he knows more than you do. No, I’m not going to tell 
you now. You’ve got enough to think over before you climb 
through the ropes on Wednesday. Besides, I’m not going to 
recite my piece until I’ve learnt a lot more myself.” 

The old-timer became serious as he took Don’s arm. 

“ Use both your ears for a minute. Dynamite. Maybe you 
think everything’s O.K. until the first gong goes on Wedneday. 
It isn’t O.K. by a mile—you take that from me. Unless 
I’m mad—and I’m not—you’ve got an even-money chance of 
getting into the ring as fit as you are now with Walters. 
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The Dealer is bound to have another cut at you—make no 
mistake about that. 

“In the morning,” continued Spike, “I’m catching the 
train to London from Plymouth. You and Kid are taking 
an afternoon train from Truro. From the time you leave here 

stick by the side of the Kid as though you are a pair of 

Siamese twins. When you reach Town don’t go home. The 
Kid s taking you to slay with his mother and father until 

it s time for you to weigh in. After that you’d better get 

yourself invited out by Terry Coulson. I told him that you 
would call in to see him. No one would attempt any rough 
stuff while you’re with him. so that should fix you up until 
it s time to change for the fight. 

I don t want you anywhere near me—remember that. And 
you II only have one second at the ringside—that’ll be the Kid. 
He knows how to look after you, and you can bet he won’t 
let any roughneck tamper with the sponge or the water. Take 
your time over finishing Walters, and, for the love of Mike, 
don t try to work your stuff until you’re certain he’s ready for 
the killin". If you try it and don’t get him they’ll be carrying 
you out on a stretcher! Ace is too smart to fall for the same 
trick twice.” 

The hours passed slowly for Donnelly. In common with 
all first-class fighting men he found it difficult to think of 
anything but the impending battle, and the plan of campaign 
was analysed and dissected over and over again in the realm 
of his mind. 

The kindly efforts of the Kid’s parents allayed to some 
extent the nervous tension under which Don always suffered 
before his appearances in the ring, but the face of Ace 
Walters swung into the orbit of his mental vision with 
irritating frequency. Some two hours before the time 

appointed for the weighing in, Don’s impatience subsided to 
a lower key. 

“ Kid.” he said, looking at the clock, “ in another 

twelve hours everything will be over except the shouting. 
I’ve never been on edge before as badly as this. Must be 
t.iat I’m worrying inside me about this right hand of mine. 
Lordy, I’d give more than a little to be able to land just 
one real smack with it.” 


If I’d got the slumber-pill in my right that you’ve got 
m your left I wouldn't be walking around getting miserable 

wu1 m y s ? ' ? runted Parkin. Then the Kid rose to bis feet 
aiu in ulged in a stretch. “ I’m strolling to the chemist’s, 

<v r 'i n ? r ' lo , c °P ect another bottle of smelling-salts. I’m not 
mxing t.iat you'll need ’em, but sometimes they come in 
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deuced handy. Be back in ten minutes. Don’t get lonely.** 

Donnelly walked into the kitchen of the small house to 
chat with the Kid’s father, an erect man of middle age whose 
irregular nose proved his past acquaintance with the glove 
game. 

“ You know, Mr. Parkin.” said Dynamite reflectively, 41 it 
seems very kind of you to have me here, since you know 
that I beat the Kid only a few weeks ago. It’s nice to see 
that good sportsmen don’t bear malice.” 

Mr. Parkin laughed unaffectedly as he placed his hand 
on the fighter’s shoulder. 

“ I saw the fight, Don. You were too good for my lad. 
That’s all there is to be said, except that I knew you were 
a real fellow when you pulled your punch and let the Kid 
take the count with a smack instead of a smash. You should 
go a long way, sonny, with the power you’ve got in both 
hands.” 

“ But you want more than a punch, Mr. Parkin.” 

“ Do you? I’m not so certain. When I was a youth in my 
teens I saw Jim Corbett risk his title in the ring with the 
Cornishman, Bob Fitzsimmons. In my minds eye I can still 
see that fight, round by round. Corbett was too fast and 
too clever for Bob. In ten rounds the Cornishman took as 
many punches as you’ll take in all your life. But Bah 
kept plodding on, his freckled face set in determined lines. 
Of course he -knew that his right was deadly, and if you’ve 
got a punch like his you only need to use it once. Bob 
waited for fourteen rounds and took his punishment like the 
man he was. Then he saw enough space to put his right ih 
Corbett’s mid-section—and the title changed hands! If you’ve 
got the punch and the heart to take your gruel without 
whimpering you can afford to wait for an opening. I had 
my last fight in the ring against a man who was as slow as 
they make ’em. For seventeen sessions I hit him wherever 
I wanted to. Then I got careless and forgot that he’d only 
got one excuse for being a professional scrapper—he had a 
punch. At any rate. I took his glove on the point of the 
jaw. That’s what they told me afterwards. At the time 
I thought it must be one of these earthquakes we read about.” 

‘‘Must be terrible to get knocked out,” responded Don. A 
worried expression flitted across his face. “ How far is it to 
this chemist’s? The Kid said he’d only be away ten minutes ” 

“He ought to be back by now,” answered Mr. Parkin 
“He’s probably stopped to have a word with some pal on' 
his way. You’ve got plenty of time to get to the weH'-in 
haven’t you? ” ” 
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“ Sure/ 1 answered Dynamite, but he was obviously restless. 

For a lime he glanced idly at the newspaper, skimming 
the words in an effort to take his mind off the Kid’s continued 
absence. The clock fingers moved round with disconcerting 
speed. When the Kid had been away for half an hour 
Donnelly Called Mr. Parkin. 

“ I’m getting scared about Kid,” he said. “ Would you 
mind strolling along the road to see if he's coming this way? **" 

For another ten minutes Don paced the room, his anxiety 
too apparent to be disguised. All Spike’s warnings were 
returning to him with accumulated force. Dynamite felt 
annoyed for allowing the Kid to go by himself. He hurried 
into the hall as he heard the footsteps of Mr. Parkin. The 
father -lmok his head. 

“ The Kid hasn’t been to the chemist’s. The fish-monger 
at the corner saw him half an hour ago when he was walking 
towards the chemist’s, but none of the shop-people have set 
eyes on him since. Where on earth can he have got to? ” 


CHAPTER TEN 


X TOUCH TIME 


Donnelly hit his lip nervously. The Kid couldn’t have- 

Ihit he abandoned the thought before it matured. Young 
Parkin was not one of the double-crossing sort. Again 
Donnelly looked at the clock. In twenty minutes he would 
have to go to the weigh-in, whether the Kid was with him 
or not. And Spike had told him not to move out of the 
house by himself. Suddenly he made up his mind. 

" Mr. Parkin, would you mind using the telephone for me? 
I he public call-box on the corner will do.” Receiving a 
nod, he went on. “Ring up Hampstead 36487 and tell Spike 
Arthur to come here at once. Give him your name, but don’t 

g over the ’phone about the Kid. Just say that 
if he doesn't come l can’t go to the weigh-in.” 

1 his was done, and Mr. Parkin and Dynamite occupied their 
tim. before the arrival of Spike in a worried examination of 
all the circumstances. It would have been a task for a genius 
to decide which of the txvo was the more agitated. 

*’ \ 111 n °t fighting until we’ve found the Kid.” exploded Don 

passionately. 

\V hv do just the very thing they want you to do, my 
Iad. ,> asked Parkin senior, v.ho had already heard from Don 
of the campaign against him. 
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“You think that’s why the Kid hasn’t come back?— that 
someone’s holding him so that I won’t fight? ” 

“ It looks like that, doesn’t it? ” 

“Yes,” replied Don slowly. “Perhaps we’d better wait to 
hear what Spike says before we decide to do anything. The 
old-timer’s very cute, and I’ll bet this isn’t the first time 
he’s known this business arise before a scrap. No need to 
argue any more—that’s Spike at the door.” 

The trainer burst into the room with the force of a typhoon 
descending on the sea. In all the days of their acquaintance 
Dynamite had never seen the old-timer in such a state of 

mental distress as he was now. 

“ What, for the love of Mike, has happened? ” he gasped. 
Then he noticed the absence of the Kid. “Where’s Parkin? 
Didn’t I tell you not to let him out of your sight? Dynamite, 
you’re about as capable as a babe in arms. What’s been 
busting up the plans I made for you? Put your coat on 
while you tell me—there’s only just time to get to the 
weighing.” 

The trainer heard the story to the end without comment. 

“ Donny,” he said sadly at the conclusion of the narrative, 
this means that you can’t get into the ring to-night. We’ll 
telephone Mottram and call the fight off.” 

“Surely it’s not as bad as that?” asked the fighter. 

“ Use your head, my lad. Why do you think they’ve got 
hold of the Kid? Because they’re fond of him and admire 
his company? The Dealer must have found out that the 
Kid was with you when you left London, so he’s grabbed 
young Parkin to find out why you vanished so mysteriously. 
I know the Kid won't want to talk, but there are unpleasant 
ways of obtaining information from those who don't part with 
it willingly.” 

Dynamite blanched. His friendship for the Kid had become 
* deej) and sincere with the passing days. 

“ Surely you don’t imagine The Dealer would start any rough 
stuff of that sort, do you? ” he questioned, but there was no 
conviction in his tone. He was remembering Phil Gregory, 
and his own hitter experience had taught him that his enemy 
was not likely to regard his activities as limited by nny 
considerations of conscience. 

“ If The Dealer thinks of an effective way of putting you 
out of the ring he’s not the one to worry about any one who 
gets hurt in the process. Still, on second thoughts, Don, 
perhaps you’d better come along with me to the weigh-in! 
When that’s over we’ve got another ten hours’ grace before 
the scrap. But you can see for yourself that if Ace Walters 
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finds out the stuff you practised at Perranporth you’d he as 
useful in the ring with him as a blindfold paralytic. Why. 
he’d fight against your right side and cut you down to the 
canvas in about three rounds! ” 

“ What are you proposing to do after I’ve weighed in? ” 
asked the harassed fighter. “ Unless we find the Kid it’ll be 
impossible to know whether he’s told The Dealer or not about 
my right being bust. And how do we find Parkin? ” 

“ there’s one thing certain, it is that I’m not going to let 
you look for him,” responded the trainer. “ I’ll take you along 
to Terry Coulson and you can spend the day with him, as we 
arranged. In the meantime the Kid’s father and myself will 
see what we can do in the way of sleuthing.” 

‘‘ Oh no! You can’t leave me out of it,” protested Dynamite. 
Fine sort of pal I d he to walk round spare all day while 
the Kid was in trouble.” 

You re going to keep out of this,” said Spike grimly. “ It 
may be that my guess was wrong and they’ve taken the Kid 
in the hope that you’ll try to find him. Don’t forget they’d 

on you than they would on Parkin. 

It s very pleasant for you to imagine yourself as a gallant 
rescuer, my boy. but I’m pretty sure that within two hours ' 
of starting your search for the Kid we’d have to organise 
another little search-party to try and find you. There wouldn’t 
.. rni, . c ^ 1 sense ,n that, would there?” 

“ Spike's right, Don,” interposed Mr. Parkin. “ You can 
imagaine f’m more anxious than anybody to find the Kid, 
but I don’t reckon you’d help him or yourself by going to look 
for him. ^ ou tuck yourself under Terry Coulson’s wing 
while we two scout round a bit. We’ve got older heads for 
this sort of game than you have, Donny.” 

“» T7 J >er ^j I)s vou re fight,” said Dynamite, without enthusiasm. 

„ r. at „ do , WG £ , " you don ’ 1 manage to find him?” 

Call the fight • off.” answered Spike decisively. “You 
know the old saying about when in doubt leave—that’s what 
we’ll have to do. TV^ss we hear from the Kid himself that 

U s safe for you to >crap there won’t be any contest. That’s 
certain.” 

“ Wouldn’t it be as well to warn Mottram that I’m not sure 
to ^ fight? ” queried Donnelly. 

“Dynamite, those flashing brainwaves of yours give me a 
^cvere and prolonged pain in the stomach,” said Spike 
'veanly. He added emphatically, “If you aren’t going to put 
.e g ores on there 11 be time to talk to Mottram ten minutes 
» orc , yo ”f e due t0 fight. He can find another lad to take 
f °r 3 sessions, and Waiters’ll let the boy stand 
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up until the crowd’s had a run for its money. The Kid 
knows that we wouldn't put you in the ring unless we got the 
all-clear from him, and he doesn’t need telling whcre_ the 
fight is being staged. If it’s safe for you to face Ace the Kid’ll 
tell us to go ahead, and if the Kid doesn’t turn up—well it’ll 
be just too bad, but there’ll be no canvas under Dynamite 
Donnellv’s feet to-night.’ 

“You've forgotten. Spike, that 1 might be able to finish 
Walters even if he knows the little treat I planned for him 

can’t come off.” . , , 

“ Yes,” drawled Spike. “ and I could get up from a sick-bed 

and thrash Glen Murphy—but something seems to stop me 

trying it. You slip your togs on and let’s be going along 

to this ceremony. Mr. Parkin, I’d be glad if you’d come with 

me so that we can make a start after the Kid as soon as we’ve 

seen Dynamite safe in the arms of Terry Coulson.” 

The three men started as the door-knocker swung heavily in 

a reverberating rat-tat. Mr. Parkin was the first to reach the 

end of the passageway. A small and not particularly clean 

l>oy stood on the doorstep. 

He pulled off his cap. displaying some unruly curls. 
“Hallo. Sammy!” said Mr. Parkin. “What’s brought you 

round here? ” t . it 

“ The Kid a**kcd me to come round. Mr. Parkin, and tell 

you that everything’s alL right.” ..... , „ 

' The men looked at each other in bewilderment. When 

did he tell you this. Sammy? ” asked Mr. Parkin. 

“Oh. a long time ago.” was the reply; hut I had to go 
<>n an errand for my mother before I could come here. 

44 Whore was he, «onny? Let’s hear all about it. Come on, 
Sammy: you tell me everything you remember and I’ll give 

vou sixpence.” , . , . 

T|w, | a( J’s fare puckered into a frown as he tried to earn the 

money. Spike and Dynamite leaned forward, wailing 

impatiently, but afraid to hurry the boy. 

•‘You see” said the lad. after a long paus*/ I was standing 
r Torner when I heard someone scuffling and swearing 

fn S:\ S l ey t frightened me a bit. I thought perhaps some 
in tne auey * , . 6 . there. Just when I was going to 

- r: itrLeZi *«„«**' Kid " 
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them—that’s why I remember there were three of them.” 

“ And what happened then? ” prompted Mr. Parkin. 

“ When they got to the end of the alley a motorcar came 
along the pavement curb. It had been outside the 
printing-works or. the other corner. Just as they were all 
getting into the motor the Kid saw me standing on the 
corner, and then he shouted to me. He said, ‘Sammy, run 
home and tell dad everything’s all right/ and I answered that 
I would.” 

“ Did anything else happen before the car drove away? ” 

Again the boy struggled with his memory, thumbing hi* 
dirty face in an effort of concentration. 

“ Yes, there was something else,” he replied suddenly. 
“When the Kid called to me the men with him swore at him 
and tried to push him into the motor. Just as he was going 
inside the motor the Kid shouted something more to me, but 
I’m not quite certain what he said, ’cos the other men were 
shouting at him.” 

*’ Come on, Sammy,” said Mr. Parkin, humouring the boy. 
“ 1 h give you another sixpence if you can remember what 
the Kid said to you. Was it anything about me? ” 

“ I think it was about vou, but he didn’t say vour name. 
He said ‘him.’” 


be 

44 


That’s good. Now' that you’ve remembered all that you’ll 
able to think of the rest, won’t you? ” 

Hum! I think I can remember it now, but I’m not awful ■ 


sure I’ve got it right.” 

“Never mind. Sammy; just tell 


us 


what you think he 


”1 think what he shouted was. ‘Tell him I’ll say nothing/” 
The three men gave a sigh of relief. At least they knew 
what caused the Kid’s strange disappearance. While the lad 
was still stretching out his grubby hand for the shilling. 
Spike asked another question. 

“ W hat were the men like who went with the Kid? Do 
you remember them at all? ” 


“ They were big men, mister. All of them were big. One 
bloke, the one following behind. T remember a bit because 
lie had a big nose—just like the Kid’s it was.” 

Even the gravity of the situation could not restrain the smiles 
that passed over the men's faces at the boy’s description of a 
roken nose. Dynamite turned to the lad, an eagerness in 
„ * one ,haf ' surprised the two old-timers. 

--in you remember anything else about that man with the 
big nose, sonny? ” he asked. While the boy shook his head 
dubiously the fighter went on slowly, “Let’s see if I can 
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, i/.i Wn* he wearing flannel trouser or a suit? 
^ S^lSSw?Wto son Of ha, did he wear? IW. 

roll me unless you are sure. 

Tiu» l)ov was emphatic. . . • • » 

‘•He hadn’t got a hat. mi-ler. 1 know he hadn't, co* I 

remember seeing his hair—it was all ruffled up as though he d 

be *‘ n A„ fi d gh wh£”colour was it, did you notice? " 

“ Oh it was ever so black—black as ink, mister. 
Dynamite was obviously excited, and Spike turned to h.m 

with a questioning glance. n onne lly “so now you know 
“ That’s Buddy Pearce ^ h “^ nd him you'd better 

Who to look for old-timer V*n. ^ ^ ^ ^ Windsor ;> 
^ That "should make things easier,” s ? id w^^JT^Sid the 

isn’t difficult.now to see^t^ap^ened^but I m^afr.^ the 

r^now. 5 " ThSrt no sense siarting suspicion on the run 
bv being late. . another few seconds. 

jn he L rdo^ hir.X a youth stopped his bicycle 

“"•'kiorc^roubbToming.” groaned Spike, for the youth was 
in post-office uniform and « r ™f n “e'^ked 'the hoy. heforf 

“Which of you is Mr. ic-ikin. 

handing over the envelope 
“ T im ” said Parkin senior. 

ifes me a ev^.hS ^ and Donne,,. 

V0 “ He tew' we were here ” said Don ^ - 

Kid ’ s - - ,hroueh 

m ’“*Don’t^bother 3 *“ 

, ■ ,xi -cheat 

Mottram’s in time. Hustle. 


1 ‘ J 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


A HOT SPOT 


Kid Parkin scented danger too late. The lurking men in 
the murky alley shot from the corner of the doorway, as he 
turned to run. A black jack, nine inches of deadliness with 
its leaden head, crushed down on his shoulder, and his arm 
turned numb and cold under the impact. 

As he squirmed to recover balance a fist met his jaw with 
tremendous force, and a,haze passed before the Kid’s burning 
eyes. Mechanically he rolled his head to miss another vicious 
blow, and then buried his fist wrist deep in someone’s stomach. 

1 he first assailant gasped and groped on the stone floor 
of the alley, doubled up under the agony of the punch. Again 
Parkin swung his right, but this time he missed, and his 
head was flung back under another uppercut. 

Before the mist cleared from his brain his stomach bent 
inwards as an iron fist sent the wind whistling through his 
mouth. Striking blindly as he fell, the Kid felt his fist 
connect with flesh, then something struck the back of his 
skull, and lights flickered before him. 

A black haze grew deeper and deeper until the Kid saw 
nothing and heard nothing. 

Instinct fought inside him for consciousness, and he came 
back from the pit of emptiness into a knowledge that grey 
clouds swirled in front of him—clouds that fogged his brain 
and sapped the strength in his twitching limbs. 

Through the mist he heard voices, unreal and far away 
Grasping for support, the Kid staggered on to his trembling 
legs. Suddenly everything flashed across his mind with the 
speed of light, and he lunged forward, his right fist coming 
up into a terriffic arc. 


The blows had faulted his sense of distance, and again his 
hand missed its objective and soared into air. Once more 
he sank be. .at): a blow on the head. 

A minute passed away before his bewildered brain could 
grasn ' . meaning of the man’s words. They flitted through 
•n •- ' like the meaningless pieces of a jig-saw mizzle. At 
last they settled to some semblance of coherence. 

vnure going to take a ride with us, and we don’t care 
;..ucu wether we carry you or whether you walk. If you’re 

more U°" f S<? ‘ come *M» without any 

more fuss. If you don't feel like being sensible you’ll get 
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another welt on the head, and yen’ll come with ns without 

Kid" wSed a no° U Ume in arriving at his decision. He 
saw the blackjack swinging ominously in the man s hand, 
and his two other assailants standing by. It looked as though 
he had to go in any event, he thought, so he might as well 

g °“ You’ve “won,” he muttered. “ I’ll come along quietly 
Give me a hand up-that smack on the head has knocked 

me all silly.” and drew him to his feet, 

The W °ma°n with" the blackjack stood behind him while he 

Wh ^^ re 4ht h leld tr an C d “geV into the car at the end of the 

alley If there’s any nonsense I’ll give you another reminder 
with this”—he swung the weapon threateningly 
time I’ll hi. you prop erly. motor , ar , he 

figM f r notie^J^^&^^Sammy Conway. 

^'Saly ” A -d^verything’i 

rip^” C ^growlcd^the ^lhan at .the back; The Kid 
struggled as .hiy 

rs fi3f£ 

jar L-USft. A JSJt ZJS= 

Hi Wi«^n b X P n d .hJ' d Ki^ered himselh piecing together 

•he swirling fragments ^ %™X°7emembered everything.' 
Of course, he jras in the car. whg were irking 

The Kid made n • * s on ] v reward would he 

overtime. If he opene another dream. Besides, he 

another smack on the JJj? j was ] v ing with his eyes closed, 
might hear The air in the car 

Minutes rolled ^J n f _XwS” tobacco-smoke. and the Kid 
Ts *& agatst "a desire to cough. Finally the silence 

was disturbed. „ d man in a rough tone. 

I: Ho e pe y To” wa g sVetply “ Depends whether I’ve go, to 

St A b e ooi nd proSded 0 t.o aft .be KM’s ribs painfully reminding 
him that the speaker was referring to him. 
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“ He won’t need anybody to look after him by then,” was 
the gruff retort. "‘When The Dealer’s finished with ’em they 
don't fee! much like fighting. I wouldn’t like to fall out 
with him.” 

’* Nor me.” said the other man. 

Again silence fell. The Kid had learned all that he had 
feared. The Dealer was going to make him talk. Parkin 
set his lips grimly. They could cut him to ribbons before 
he d lose the fight for Donnelly. The Kid could imagine the 
sort of lime he was going to have, and the thought fastened 
«m his heart like an iron vice. But he had felt pain before, 
and he was no coward. Parkin had never squealed under 
punishment, and he didn’t intend to start now. Dynamite 
was too good a fellow to betray just because one was getting 
hurt a little. 

" Be there in another fen minutes,” said the man with the 
gruff voice. ' 1 hat was Norbury we’ve just passed through, 
wasn t it? [ shan’t he sorry to finish with it.” 

“ haven't darted with it yet. Buddy,” said another 

man. “What's t lie matter with you? Are you getting 
squeamish?. I wouldn t if I were you—do you remember 
what happened to Young Owen when he decided to finish 
with The Dealer? Remember Phil Gregory? ” 

“Shut up! You get on my nerves,” answered Buddy. 

Kid Parkin remembered Young Owen—remembered him 
too well. Owen had been suspended from the boxing-ring 
for life. A few months afterwards he had committed suicide 
—at least, that’s what the coroner said. The Kid had 
wondered at the time why the dead man should throw himself 
in the river at Woolwich when he lived only a few yards away 
from the river at Putney. It didn’t ^eem sensible. 

There was a scrunch of gravel as the car turned off the 
road and the motor began to slow down. The Kid was 
wondering where they were. His knowledge was adequate - 
without being extensive. 

If they were ten minutes from Norbury they could be in 
Croydon, or near the Crystal Palace, or—he gave up thinking 
as he fell the men seize his arms and legs and drag him out 
of the t ar. The man holding his feet dropped them as he 
opened a door. 

'limn the Kid felt himself flying through space, and he 
struck a wall with a heavy thud. 

‘’You hit him harder than you thought, Pete. He’s still 
c .' m * ,ut - Pa 'd Hie nian with the rough voice. Then the 

door slammed and the Kid heard the key click as the lock 
turned. 
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He didn't hurry to examine the room. This was one of the 
times when haste could he paid for dearly When he did at 
last look around with a half-open eye the information He 
-rained didn't help him much. He was lying m the <orne 
of a la.-.- room. The floor was without a covering, and the 
heavy dust testified to the truth that the place hud not hee.t 
inhabited for some time. The window-pane* were grimed 

W The d re St was nmhing further to he gleaned about his prison. 

Kid felt reasonably fit. His trained body had thrown off 

,h< Hc M knew that'hT'sphe of his message to his father the 
chances were ten to one against Donnelly fighting that night 

unless he broke away from his captors. , 

This was the dominant thought that ran through ie :<> 

mind with monotonous insistence. . , . .. 

He must get away! How to do it he didn't know-tbere 

t ^d y tun,ed me^nd h groaned. His eyes were shut and his 
face was drawn into lines of pain. 

Th C rKid 0 "...m C bl“l P ’.o 0 his Cr ‘fee, , 'and S gmsped the wall for 
support. Suddenly hi- legs quivered under him and he slid 

“Pete'""shouted the man at the door, “come and give me 

a hand. He’s not all there yet and he can t walk. 

There came a grunt from below. . , , 

Af ter a moment the Kid was picked up and carried down ■ 

the stairs A door opened, and he was seated on a couch 

and roughly shaken. Some neat spirit was forced down his 

' h Tlmn the Kid coughed, raised his eyelids, and gazed blankly 
Ihentlie rvm c * . jn w i lir!l h e sat was’sparsely 

round the >“>"'• 1 o( the room a curtain was draped 

furnished. In remainder of the apartment. 

f,, The W m n t0 who had h ,t:d B the blackjack spoke in a loud vo ce: 

■ IPs all right, sir: he can hear you now. Hes come 

r ° Kid Parkin was puzzled until he heard the voice from behind 
, foin The tones were deep, obviously disguised. 

« parkin! you’ve Ten brought here to tell me why you went 
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away with Donnelly and what you did while you were away 
with him. I’m waitng for your answer.” 

“ Wait until I feel a bit better.” said the Kid, temporising. 
“ My head’s all in a whirl.” 

“ I've waited long enough already, Parkin. Give me my 
answer now.” 

“ What Donnelly did is no business of yours, and you’re 
not going to learn anything from me.” 

“You are foolish,” said the invisible one softly “but 
there are ways by which even stupid people can be made to 
talk. They are. Parkin, most ' unpleasant ways. You’ll 
discover how unpleasant they can be by first-hand experience 
unless you tell me what I’m waiting to know. It can’t do you 
any harm to tell me. It can’t harm you. can it. Parkin? ” 

“ I m no squealer, and you’ll find that out-whatever you do,” 
said Parkin hotly. 

‘ Curious friends you choose. Parkin,” continued the voice. 
“ Seems odd to me that you’re going to give yourself a most 
unpleasant time to save the skin of a man who battered you 
all round the ring a couple of months ago.” 

There was silence for a moment or two to allow Parkin’s 
mind to recall that defeat. Then the voice resumed:- 

“ Still, I haven’t come here to hear your views on friendship, 
the art of squealing, or anything like it. You know what 
I want from you. Parkin, and I’m going to get it. All that 
remains for you to say is whether you’re going to give me the 
information willingly or unwillingly. Except that one way 
takes longer than the other, it doesn’t much matter to me. 
But it’ll matter an awful lot to you. Parkin, if you decide to 
persevere with this stupid attitude of yours. Come along, be 
sensible. Will you tell me? ” 

“ You won’t get a word from me,” said the Kid defiantly. 

“ Let us see if we can make you change your mind,” was 
the ominous answer. “Have you ever thought about pain— 
real pain. Parkin? I don’t mean the silly little ache you 
get from a punch. For instance, what do you think it feels 
like to have lead weights on your chest and stomach until the 
breath is driven out of your body and your ribs cave in? 
That’d be worse than a blow from a padded glove, wouldn’t 

it. Do you think that vou might change your mind if we 

tried that? ” 

A pause, then came the answer: 

Try anything you like, you blackguard, I won’t tell you." 

I he man behind the curtain laughed, a low laugh, a* 
bough the prospect of ordering the infliction of pain appealed 
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‘‘Of course. Parkin, you kn»w who I am, don’t you?” 

“That skunk they call The Dealer, I suppose,” was the 
scornful reply. 

The Dealer’s suavity vanished. 

“ Take him away,” he snarled, “ and give him a few minutes 
to make up his mind whether he tells me what 1 want to 
know or whether he prefers to have his ribs smashed in. 
Don’t leave him too long when you’ve put the weights on 
him. We don’t want him so bad that he can’t talk.” 

The Kid was led down a gloomy flight of stairs to an ill-lit 
cellar. When alone he made a rapid examination of his 
new prison. There was no window, so his only hope of 
escape was. limited to the heavy oak door. 

Parkin did not waste time in considering the prospect of 
his escape from this exit, since he had heard the bars fall 
into their slots on the outside of the door. His thoughts were 
all directed towards contemplation of the coming ordeal, for 
the Kid knew that The Dealer was not likely to make empty 
threats. Somewhere Parkin had read of the punishment of 
lead weights, and the thought of it made him shiver. He had 
heard that an hour of it was enough to destroy the losislance 
of the strongest man. 

The Kid was not alarmed at the prospect of the weights 
on his stomach, because he knew that iron bands of 
well-trained muscle would keep the full pressure off the 
stomach-wall. But no such muscles could withstand the 
terrific weight on his chest and short-ribs. Setting his lips 
grimly, Parkin slipped ofT his belt and rapidly undressed. 

Bowing his shoulders until they formed a half-circle in 
front of°his chest, the Kid threw the belt round his hack 
and fastened it tightly in front of him, some six inches below 
his chin. Between the belt and his chest there was a =pace 
of two or three inches. 

So long as they did not undress lum his shoulders and 
back-muscles could take the strain until some other plan arose 

in his mind. . , , 

Hastily the Kid dressed and sat down to wait. I lie feel 

of the belt encircling him had restored some of his confidence. 

From a neighbouring church the Kid heard the sonorous 
bells intoning three o’clock. Then the door opened and the 
vague forms of three men advanced in the gloom. 

“ Are you going to be sensible. Parkin? ” asked the man 

with the rough voice. , . 

“If you mean am I going to tell you anything-I m not, 

was the stubborn reply. 

« ^ell, you’ve only got yourself to blame for this. If you 
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make any trouble now you’ll get another taste of thi9 stick, 
so if you value your head you’d better keep quiet.” 

“ I know when I’m beaten,” said the Kid surlily. “ and I’m 
not going to start any row,” 

He didn’t think it necessary to add that his arms were 
so cramped by the belt that he could not raise either hand 
above his waist. 

Silently and efficiently they pinioned his wrists to two 
rings set in the floor, and then his ankles were subjected to 
similar treatment. Finally, to prevent any movement of his 
body, they placed a steel clamp round his neck, fastening 
the short chain to a staple fixed in the ground. Then four 
weights were strapped to his body. 

The Kid. having wiggled an inch to ensure that the weights 
on his chest were strapped across his belt, set up a series 
of realistic groans. One of his captors chuckled. 

“ If you’re ready to start moaning already, my lad, you’ll 
he only too anxious to open your mouth in an hour’s time.” 

Left to himself again. Parkin turned his shoulders inward" 
still more to ease the strain, braced his stomach muscles 
against the two weights pressing into him, and essayed a few 
slight movements of his limbs. 

The shackles, he found, allowed about an inch of play on 
each wrist and ankle, the sockets being loosened with the 
passage of years. The clamp on his throat was anything but 
pleasant, and after a few minutes the Kid stopped squirming, 
reserving his strength until he had formed some concrete 
method of easing his position. 

The buckle on his belt was cutting into his chest whenever 
his weary shoulders relaxed under the strain, and the weights 
on his stomach were becoming heavier and heavier. 

The Kid realised that unless he could act speedily his 
strength would pass from him. His wind was being forced 
through his mouth in short, painful gasps. 

When the first glimmer of a solution dawned on Parkin 
the simplicity of the scheme made him disbelieve its 
practicability. 

Like many fighters, the Kid never wore shoes, preferring 
to use hoots as a small safeguard against injury to Ills ankles. 
Having been troubled with a weakness in these joints since 
boyhood, the Kid had used leaden ankle-caps, similar to those 
0,1 football hoots, to prevent his feet from turning over. And 
the shackles had been fastened over the plates. 
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GAMBLING FOR LIFF. 

Some time elapsed before he realised that if he could move 
his feet an inch farther down in the shackles he could twist 
his ankles round. The difference in circumference between 
the boots with their lead plates and his socks was enough to 
give him more freedom. 

The Kid moved downwards until the clamp round his neck 
gripped under his chin. Stretching to his utmost, he gave 
a slight twist to his feet—and the shackles slid off his boots. 
Then he braced his muscles to an endeavour greater than they 
had ever known before. 

Pressing the floor with his left hand to obtain leverage, 
the Kid threw all his power into one effort, and slowly his 
body turned to the right. His total movement had not been 
more than three inches. But the weights were now straining 
on the straps, and the greater part of the pressure had been 
taken off his numbed body. 

The pain in his left arm became agonising as he continued 
to support tlu: four great weights and the weight of his own 
body on the one hand. At last his arm could stand the strain 
no more, and he turned again on to his back. After the 
welcome relief his stomach muscles and shoulders were again 
equal to the pressure until the strength had flowed once more 
into his arm. Then he turned towards his right side again. 

With sweat standing on his forehead the Kid counted the 
moments between each deep-toned quarter of an hour 
announced by the church clock. The chime heralding 
quarter-past four had died away before the bars on the door 
squeaked as they were removed. The Kid slid on to his back 
and shut his eyes as though in the deep of unconsciousness.' 
He felt hands unfastening his shackles. 

“ We left him too long, Pete,” said one of the men. “ H<* 
doesn’t look as though he’ll be able to talk for an hour.” 

“ He’s out right enough,” responded Pete. *' Leave him 
here and we’ll tell the boss. There’s no sense in carrying 
him upstairs while he’s like this.” 

As the bars clanged down on the doors the Kid rose to his 
feet and massaged his weary muscles. Walking slowly round 
the cellar, Parkin felt the blood coursing again through his 
stiff limbs. No ordinary man could have survived the ordeal 
with such small ill-effect. 
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The Kid had cause to feel grateful that he was an athlete 
in constant training. By the time the clock had struck five 
his muscles were flexing themselves with their old virility, and 
the numbness had passed from his stomach. But when his 
captors returned the Kid was slumped in the corner, groaning 
and apparently semi-conscious. They had to help him up the 
stairs. 

“ Are you going to tell me why you left London with 
Donnelly and what you did, or do you want to go back to 
the cellar? ” asked the man behind the curtain. 

Hie Kid groaned and gasped for breath. His answer wa9 
almost inaudible. 

“ I shan't tell you anything,” he stuttered weakly. 

“ Then you’ll go back to the cellar, and we’ll see whether 
you change your mind when you’ve had another hour. You’re 
going to tell me. Parkin, so you may just as well do it now as 
when you are half dead. I’m being kind to you, really— 
sending you back to the cellar. But if you don’t tell me the 
next time you come up you’ll be sorry for the rest of your 
life. I’m going to find something for you that’ll be much 
more unpleasant than a few weights on your chest. Take 
him away! ” 

The Kid breathed a sigh of unfeigned relief as he felt the 
shackles grip the ankle of his boot. Once more he settled 
down to the agonising expedient of turning from his back 
to his side and his side to his back. 

Only a few minutes before the clock had announced 
half-past six. In three hours the fight was due to start—and 
the Kid was miles away from Olympia, fastened by every limb. 

Fantastic schemes for escape fashioned themselves in his 
brain, only to be rejected in despair. 


The air in the cellar was dank and heavy, crowding on his 
crushed lungs with a suffocating grip. 

This time The Dealer was making sure that his victim 
felt the full agony of punishment. Quarter-past seven chimed 
before the door was again opened. 

The Kid lay back with open mouth and sagging cheeks. 
His limbs were still as though in the folds of death. 

“ We haven't finished him, have we? ” muttered one of the 

as they released the shackles. 

Very nearly, was the grim answer. “ He’s a sight worse? 
than he was last time, I can’t see him coming round for 
another hour or more. If he can’t talk in an hour’s time 
the boss said we d better give him something to bring him 

coming to” U< bCttrr C ° me dmVn S0 ° n ' Pete * and see if he ’» 
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“ No hurry, Buddy. This Kid won’t be opening his peepers 
for an hour or more. Let’s get upstairs and have a spot 
lo drink.” 

When the Kid circled the cellar again, rubbing his limbs 
and contracting his muscles, there was a half-smile playing 
on his lips. 

For the first time since he entered the house he could 
see before him the faint prospect of escape. 

True, the chances of his scheme succeeding were not 
particularly bright, but any attempt, however dangerous, was 
preferable to pacing the gloomy cellar, waiting for The 
Dealer to conjure up some other picnic of pain. 

In vain Parkin crawled round the floor, seeking anything 
that would serve as a weapon. There was nothing in the 
room but the shackles, and they were immovable. 

The Kid clenched his fists and passed his fingers over the 
hard, distended knuckles. They had got to be used that 
night as they had never been used before. 

There were at least four men in the house, and one of 
them carried a blackjack—a formidable collection of 
opponents for a man with nothing but the fists that nature 
gave him. 

Still, the element of surprise would be on the Kid’s side, 
and he knew how important that was. They weren’t going 
to find an unconscious wreck when they paid their next visit 
to the cellar. 

The time dragged by on leaden feet. When half-past eight 
was chimed from the church the Kid had been standing keyed 
to high tension for many minutes behind the heavy oak door. 
How many of them would come down? That question ran 
through the Kid’s brain over and over again. If Pete came 
alone it should at least be easy to get out of the cellar. 

If they all came—Parkin shrugged his shoulders. They 
would see what sort of a fight Kid Parkin could put up 
when his back was forced to the wall. 

His ear caught the sound of footsteps descending the 
9tairs. 

Hastily he counted the steps. There were two of them! 
The door started to swing back, and the Kid drew a deep 
breath. 

As the men moved into the dark room Parkin edged toward 
the door. Pete’s face was silhouetted against the faint light 
from the staircase, and the kid took his chance. From his 
toes to the top of his head the whole strength of his body 
was flung into the upward swing of that devastating punch. 
Pete never knew what hit him. The other man felt his 
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companion lurch and fall, and his mouth opened to bellow 
a cry of alarm. 

The sound died in his throat as the Kid’s fingers closed 
round his neck. A knee, viciously swung, caught Parkin in 
the groin, and for a second the pain dazed him. 

As his grip eased on the man’s throat a fist tore into the 
Kid’s stomach, wrenching the breath out of him in a whistling 
agony. 

Gritting his teeth. Parkin dug his thumbs into the man’s 
neck, and together they fell to the ground. 

Silently, and with the fury of wild animals, they squirmed 
and twisted, the Kid’s opponent butting and gouging with 
the desperate strength of a maniac. 

Under the terrible pressure on his throat the man slid down 
the slope of weakness, his hands losing their power until they 
beat the air like ineffective claws. Finally he lay still and v 
quiet. * 

Parkin staggered to his feet, breathless. His chest rose 
and fell under the vigorous action of his lungs while ho 
rubbed the aching groin. Recovered, he moved to the door, 
stepping over the two recumbent bodies. 

“ That's finished two of them.” he said with a grunt of 
satisfaction as he pulled the bars down and locked his 
assailants in the cellar. 

There came a mad scream of rage from the head of the 
stairs, and the Kid turned to find another man catapulting 
himself down the steps, brandishing the deadly blackjack. 

The man’s own fury of attack proved his undoing. He 
arrived on top of the Kid. unbalanced and defenceless. 

Parkin’s hand streaked up to clutch the wrist of the man 
as the blackjack came down with a crash. The weapon fell 
to the floor, and both men leapt for it at the same time. 

The Kid’s hand grasped it, but a searing pain burnt up 
his arm as the gaoler buried his teeth in the fighters wrist. 

1 his was no moment for considerations of fair play or 
sentiment. Parkin seized his opponent by his long hair, 
and there was a sickly crash as the man’s head struck the 
stone steps. A quiver ran through the man’s frame. Then 
he subsided into an unconscious heap. 

I he Kid tied a handkerchief round bis bleeding wrist, 
gripped the blackjack in his right band, and made bis way 
cautiously up the stairs. 

Stealthily he peered into the passage leading to the front 
<001 of the house. Then he uttered an exclamation of dismay 

,, . ackc , d inl ° shadow of the stairs. Two men were 
walking along the corridor towards the cellar steps! 
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•• This house is alive with ’em.” said the Kid savagely as 
he tightened the grip on the leaden-headed truncheon. 

There could he no mistake about the profession of the 
new arrivals—their cauliflower ears and battered noses 
advertised them immediately as fighters. 

The first one to turn round the head of the steps saw the 
descending hand and flung up his arms in protection. The 
blackjack flamed across his wrists, snapping them as though 

they were thin sticks of dry wood. . 

With a squeal of pain the bruiser drew back into the 
passage. The Kid’s hand circled back, and the blackjack, 
thrown at short range, struck the other man in the face. 
A right fist followed the weapon, and the man sank without 
a sound. Even the whimpering man with the lnoken wrists 

was not left standing. . , . . , , 

A set of knuckles bedded themselves in his jaw, and lie 

settled down to join his companion. Then Parkin ran down 

the passage. , , , 

There was no sound of movement in the house as: he 

turned the handle of the front door, and his feet scudded 

along the dark drive to the gates. 

“ Well, that’s that,” he murmured as he reached the 
roadway ’and the comforting glare of a lamp-post. 

The Kid looked up and down the road, dubious about the 
best direction to take. His eyes lighted on a board against 
the gates that he had just passed through-announcing that 
the house was for sale. A red strip added to the notice bore 

the one word, “Sold.” . . . , 

Parkin retraced his steps to scrutinise the poster. At the 

top were the words: “The Oaks, Crescent Drive. Purley.” 

“ Now, wouldn’t I like to know who’s bought that place? 

said the' Kid as he turned to the left and settled down to a 

steady jog-trot. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN . 

ONE-HANDED FIGHT 

He hailed a passing motorist, but the driver had one fart, 
comprehensive look at the Kid s bruised face dishevelled 
clothes, and bandaged wrist before he slammed his foot down 
on the acecelerator and disappeared into the night. 

A few seconds later Parkin met a driver with fewer nerves 

and more charity. . . . , 

On the way to the High street in search of the phone-box 
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the Kid told the motorist his trouble—he was supposed to b« 
in the ring at Olympia in thirty-five minutes to second 
Dynamite Donnelly. For the first time that day the fates 
were kind to the harassed Kid—the driver was an enthusiastic 
fight fan! 

“ Don’t stop to phone now,” he said. “ I’m going as far 
as South Kensington, and you can pick up a taxi there to 
land you at Olympia in five minutes. I’ll put my foot on it” 

The car tore through the night at breakneck speed. 

Dynamite paced the small dressing-room restlessly. Spiko 
Arthur and Mr. Parkin sat on the rubbing-table, pictures of 
depression. 

Donnelly looked at his watch for the twentieth time in ten 
minutes. Sadly lie shook his head. 

" Reckon we’d better give up hoping, Spike,” he said, 
^ait another few minutes, Donny. They’re a bit late 
with their programme, and that gives us extra grace. You 
needn t tell Mottram until half-past. Of course, there’ll be 
a flaming row when he learns that you’re not going to fight, 
but we’ll have to put up with that.” 

The silence fell on them once more, and Donnelly resumed 
his walk round the room. 

“ T1 V P „ is the longest day I’ve ever lived through,” he said 
mournfully. “I wouldn’t mind giving up the fight if I knew 
the Kid was all right. That’s what’s troubling me most. 
Gosh I d rather give up scrapping for ever than hear that 

o •, o „ was hurt ! Did y° u find ™here Buddy Pears was. 

“ No sign of him. None of his pals has set eyes on him 
for the past fortnight. If he’s wise none of his chums or 
any one else will see him again.” 

There was a loud knock on the door. 

« f °, r tl,e ring in five minutes,” shouted the attendant. 

\Yhats , the good of keeping up this farce any longer, 
old-timer. asked Dynamite.. “You run along and see 
Mottram—tell him anything. Say I’ve hurt mv wist in the 
dressing-room.” 


“ Yo "'\ e ri §ht. lad ; there’s no sense in hanging on like 
this. I U go and see Mottram.” 

Spike swung the door back and vanished into the corridor. 

MIS startIed v «ice came back to the ears of the two in the 
room like a triumphant bellow. 

“For the love of Mike!” 

And the trainer returned to the dressing-room with an 
a te< tionate arm encircling the weary shoulders of Kid Parkin! 
c air bu77ed with the unceasing flow of questions. 
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Dynamite was patting and feeling the Kid as though he didn’t 
believe lie was real. 

Parkin was only half-way through his story when another 
knock shook the door. 

‘‘Ace Walters is climbing into the ring. Get a move on, 


Donnelly.” 

Dynamite flung his clothes off and jumped into fighting kit. 
Spike turned to the grinning Kid. 

“Are you going into the ring with him?” he asked. 

“ Well, what do you think I came hack for? ” replied the 
Kid with a broad smile. 

He washed the blood off his wrist while Don slipped into 
a dressing-gown. There were few marks of his recent escape 
as he strode down the corridor at the side of Donnelly. 

“ Don’t forget I told ’em nothing,” he whispered as they 
passed into the great hall. 

The tiers of seats were filled to capacity, and Dynamite 
waved his hand as the crowd gave him a fervid welcome. 

“ If I don’t win to-night, Kid, I shall feel as though I’ve 
disgraced you,” shouted Donnelly in the Kid’s ear. 

“ Of course you’ll win, you big stiff,” said the Kid 

affectionately. 

Dynamite gripped Parkins hand in brotherly fashion. 

It didn’t require an astute person to see that Ace Walters 
was fuming with ill-concealed anger. Ilis natural antipathy 
towards Donnelly was inflamed by the thought that his 
opponent had purposely kept him waiting in the ring. 

Under the outspread hands of the imposing master of 
ceremonies the crowd quietened until the deliberately-spoken 
words could be heard in the topmost galleries: 

“ Ladies and gentlemen, this is a contest of fifteen 
three-minute rounds between Ace Walters, of Deptford, and 
Dynamite Donnelly, of Marylebone. Ladies and gentlemen, 
the winner of this contest to-night will he matched to fight 
the champion, Glen Murphy, for the middleweight 

Ch men n the P frantic applause subsided the referee called the 

fighters to the centre of the ring. 

“ Both you fellows know the rules. See that you keep to 
them. The first man to foul goes out of the ring. Go to 

your corners.” . , , , , 

There was an undercurrent of excited chatter as the boxers 

were massaged for the last time. The Kid was having his 


final word. „ , . r » t • 

“Keep your right moving all the time, Donny. Let him 

think you’re going to knock him for six with it. Don t try to 


4 
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force the pace—there’s no reason why he shouldn’t win the 
first two or three rounds. Push out your left whenever you’ve 
got to keep him out, but I shouldn’t put much weight behind 
it. He’s a wily bird, and you don’t want to frighten him.” 

“ O.K., Kid. If you can, give me the nod when we’re nearly 
at the end of the round. I want to see if I can frighten him 
with my right. And any time we get close in you shout out, 
‘Get on his ribs. Dynamite!’ or something like that. If he 
thinks I want a chance at in-fighting lie’s bound to keep away 
from me for a bit. Give me another mouth-rinse and I’m 
ready to go.” 

“I see the champ’s sitting at the ringside, Donny,” said 
the Kid as Donnelly swirled the water round his mouth. 
“ Perhaps it's just as w r ell you can’t go all out—you don’t 
want to show Murphy all you’ve got until you get inside the 
ropes with him.” 

The bell! Both fighters slithered from their corners, 
flat-footed, and gloves outstretched for the formal handclasp. 

Ace whipped a left to the face, but Dynamite swerved 
under the lead and placed a left to the heart before he danceu 
to the ropes on the far side of the ring. 

Walters advanced with his chin held against his chest, both 
gloves moving as he feinted for an opening. His right ripped 
through the air and flicked the side of Don’s face, but a 
fast-moving left caught Dynamite flush in the mouth and drew 
first blood. 

Encouraged, Ace shuffled forward and fired two lightning 
lefts to Don’s ribs, balancing his right to find a vulnerable spot. 

Dynamite slipped along the ropes, jabbing with a.well-timed 
left. Stung by these punches. Waiters rushed Donnelly to 
the angle of the ropes, both hands flaying with the speed of 
propellers. 

Shooting his head into his gloves Dynamite took most of 
the punishment on his shoulders as he bobbed and weaved 
in an effort to break the attack. 

A left cross to the heart stopped Walters momentarily, 
and Don swayed under his arm to regain the safety of the 
ring-centre. 

Ace slithered across the canvas, and Dynamite sought refuge 
in his opponent’s corner. Over the advancing shoulder of 
Walters t* fighter saw Kid Parkin hold up both hands. Ten 
seconds to the end of the round! He waited no longer: his 
feet moved on the floor in a deceptive, hesitant shuffle. 

From his side a left hand swung to his opponent’s face, 
finding \ home under Ace’s battered nose. Then a right 
zoomed through the air, to miss Walter’s jaw by the merest 
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fraction. There was a sharp intake of breath from those 
sitting at the ringside. 

“Careful,” bawled a second in Walters corner. 

The bell rang as Ace backed away, both eyes concentrating 

on that right that had so nearly caught him. 

“Couldn’t be better,” was the Kid s verdict. Gracious, 
that last punch certainly scared him! Did it hurt your arm, 

D °“o„ ? ly’ a bit-less than I expected,’ said Dynamite. " I 
shall be all right if I can keep him away. Once we start 
in-fighting he’ll know that I’m not using my right. Pity I 
daren’t hit any harder with my left-that d pull him up a bit. 

“Don’t try it,” urged Parkin anxiously. Just go on as 
well as you'can for another couple of rounds Then well 
see how he’s fixed. His seconds have warned him to watch 
vour right, so you can start it moving whenever he looks 
Se coming in to make a fight of it. Don’t use your left on him 
too much found the face. You won’t weaken him there with 
ho Zrt of stuff you’re giving him. Plug him a few times round 
the ribs, and we’ll see how he takes it. Are you all .e ? 

It was obvious that Ace had been given more than a little 
adv cHuring the rest. His out-fighting was still fierce but 
any move tofvards a clinch caused Don’s right to flicker in 
ominous style, and Walters retreated cautiously. 

“ Call yourself a fighter! Why, you’ve only got one hand, 

tentatWely in a six-inch radius before it travelled to connect 

"'“'stSu'the Ollier hand’6 not bad,” said Don as he backed 

aV The taunt infuriated Ace, and he lunged forward to attack 
Fven as he came on, temper showing in his deepset eyes, 
Dynamite feinted with his left and jabbed for the jaw with 

second in an agonised 

“ Wntrh his ri*ht—do you want to take a count. 
‘This Ume Walters was not able to retreat without 

• t Three straight lefts buried themselves in his 

punishment. Three straigiit satisfaction that bis 

short-ribs, “d^ndW noted ^ pul]ed 

X" Dynamde decfdcd t", p.ay his bluff to the limit 

Catching Ace with another left, he swung a right to the 
WnJexus fell short, shuffled on again, and played as 
though for ’a devastating knock-out with a rapid left, right. 
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The left found its objective below the heart, but again the 
right fell short, and with a look of chagrin Don moved on 
again to the attack. 

Startled, Ace fell on to the retreat, and when the bell 

clanged its message he was moving fast round the ring, with 
Dynamite following him. 

“Gosh, you’ve got a nerve, Donny,” said the admiring 
Parkin, but you mustn t do too much of that fancy bluffing! 
or eise he II crawl inside his shell and you’ll have to travel the 
ful fifteen frames. I should think he’ll liven up in a minute. 
If he doesnt the referee will have a word with both of you 
and that s not going to do you any good, my lad.” 

^,„v m i 60i " S Tu t - > take T kim in the fourth ” said Dynamite, 
decisively. This time Im going to let him hit me a bit so 

hat he can collect some of his lost confidence. He’s not 

too fast, and I think I can roll away from most of his 

punches. If he once gets the idea that he’s got me on the 

run he 1 probably become careless. I must tempt him into 

fying, 1J [ ri glh uppercut, or else our scheme counts for less 

than the oust, kid. When you see me getting knocked about 

a hit, look as anxious as you can and get the smelling-salts 

and everything else ready for the end of the round as though 

you think I need ’em. Don’t speak to me during the rest, ‘ 

„ 1,1 Jook as though I feel too bad to talk to anybody. 

Have you got all that straight? ” 

Parkin nodded. 

“ Sure ’ hut see that he doesn’t catch you with a real one.” 

It was difficult to imagine that the fighter who came out 
iron, Donnelly’s corner was the same man who had finished 
the previous round with a flourish of fists. The spirit of 

aggression had disappeared, and in its place was a hesitating 
aw of uncertainty. 

Ace was the first to notice the change, and his comment 
upon ,t was to force the fight. Don’s left jabbed the face 
ol the advancing fighter, but there was no sting behind the 
punch, and Ace came on unchecked. His right flicked under 
on s heart and the left swept in an arc to the jaw. A small 
,7 of the head broke the full power of the blow but 
>namue backed away, worried lines creasing his face. 

nnt am T head was J' erked back with a left, and a ri-ht 
h el-rut that started from the knees fanned Don’s facets 
11 ( ‘ ore by into space. 

filler U !i Do " neIIy! ” shouted Kid Parkin - Bat the 
ran from U ," abIe to s,em the tide of blows. The blood 

b“ tiT 6 ’ and his Ieft was rapidly 
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Scenting victory, Walters redoubled his speed, and Don 
was driven before him like chad before a hurricane. 

Now Ace’s seconds were bellowing words of encouragement, 
and Kid Parkin stood in the corner, looking nervous and 
dejected. Twice quick-fire lefts plugged Donnelly’s jaw, and 
a vicious right-hander only missed its mark as Don knocked 
Ace off his balance with a listless left. 

Ace was losing his accuracy in the hectic endeavour to 
put Dynamite on the canvas for the long count. 

Once he set himself to deliver the coupe de grace with a 
right uppercut. His punch came tearing through the air, 
and it was apparently an accidental swerve of Don’s head 
that saved him from being sent into oblivion. 

Covering up one moment and pawing with an enfeebled 
left a moment later. Dynamite rode the storm. 

When the bell sounded the end of the round there were 
many in the audience who believed that his survival was due 
more to luck than judgment. 

Donnelly lay back in his corner breathing hard under the 
manifold ministrations of the Kid. 

Smelling-salts were passed to and fro beneath his nose, 
but they created no apparent improvement. Parkin treated 
the cuts with collodion, while Dynamite wiped his body 
with the cold sponge. His gloved hands dropped wearily on 

the ropes. Not a word was spoken. 

In the opposite corner Ace was waving away his seconds, 

eager for the fray to start again. 

Scornfully he refused the cold sponge and the water. Why 
should a man bother with such trifles when his opponent 

was almost out on his legs? . 

Ace had arranged the next round in his mind to his pericct 
satisfaction. At the bell he would meet Donnelly almost 
before he had left his chair. There would be some fast hooks 
to the ribs, a steadier to the jaw with his left, and then— 
bang!—his right would come up in a circle that would put 
Donnelly on his back for the rest of the night. 

That was Where Donnelly belonged—on the floor. And 
that was just where Ace meant to place him. 

The first part of Walters’s simple little programme was 

carried out without alteration. , , . 

Dynamite had only moved two paces when his opponent 
arrived on top - of him. slashing viciously with both hands. 
Don squirmed and dodged, breaking some of the hooks on his 
left arm and bending to take some of them on his shoulders. 

The crowd was on its feet, twitching with excitement, 
waiting for the inevitable punch that would write good-bye 
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to the championship aspirations of Dynamite Donnelly. 

They had known that Ace Walters was better than a 
second-class fighter, but they had never dreamt that he could 
rise to the heights of hitting Donnelly almost as he wanted 
to—hitting his man into a deep slumber. 

Ace pushed his opponent away and stood posed for a 
second, weaving his arms as he measured the distance to 
Donnelly’s jaw. 

His left hand whirled in an arc, and a gasp arose in the 
huge hall as Dynamite moved his head a fraction and missed 
the haymaker by so little that Ace couldn’t understand why 
it had missed at all. *, 

Aggravated, but supremely confident, Walters 9wayed on^ 
the balls of his feet to get the feel of his weight. Then he 
rolled to throw his shoulder under the uppercut. He didn’t 
even bother to feint with his left. Why trouble when a man’s , 
out on his feet and dizzy in his head—just waiting to sprawl \ 
on the canvas? i 

T here were many in the hall that night who never did 
realise exactly what happened. 

Ace Walters was one of them. His fist was travelling like 
greased lightning when Dynamite sw’erved from the left to 
the right, his head following the line of a semi-circle. 

The tremendous force behind the punch carried Ace’s band 
high in the air, but before it reached the top of its swing 
something exploded under his chin. 

Ace learnt afterwards that this was Don’s left glove as i 
it came up under all the weight of Dynamite’s body. | 

With rapidity Donnelly realised that he need not use his i 
right to the stomach, and before Ace could fall another left 
crashed on his jaw. I 

Rainbows chased each other inside Walters’s head, the I 
colours bending into weird shapes. Then the roar of a *■ 
waterfall tore through his bemused brain, increasing in volume ) 
until his head expanded to hold the cacophony of sound. ! 

When the tumult died away the colours had gone and 
there was a shroud, black as cobalt, encircling his senses. 

He had lost his grip on anything solid, and the world passed 
by him as he fell and fell and fell. 

I . 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN .. 

UNPLEASANT INTERVIEW [ 

D.vnelly was struggling in vain to free himself from the I 
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ardent embraces of Kid Parkin. Olympia was in an uproar. 

The deep voice of the Master of Ceremonies was wasted 

like the voice of a child pitting its puny tones against the 

fury of an enraged ocean. . 

The referee drew Don away from his second, to hold his 

arm aloft as the victor. A riot applause shivered the 

roof. . , , . , 

Meanwhile Ace was being dragged to his corner, an inert 

mass. Now that the fight was over Dynamite felt tired; the 

reaction had set in after his harassing day. e 

In a maze he saw before him the smiling faces of bpike 

Arthur, Glen Murphy, Peter Stader, and a host of others. 

His hand was seized and shaken with the action of a 
pump-handle until he folded his arm and laughingly refused 
to accept any more signs of congratulation and enthusiasm. 

His progress to the dressing-room was slow and triumphant, 
Spike and the Kid having to clear a gangway for him through 
the crowded alleyway of fervid admirers. 

The last words he heard as he left the hall were from 
the lips of the Master of Ceremonies, who had succeeded, 

after perspiring efforts, in obtaining some small degree of 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he announced. I am asked to 
state that to-morrow morning articles will be signed for a 
contest between to-night’s victor. Dynamite Donnelly and the 
middleweight champion of Great Britain, Glen Murphy. The 
diamnion having watched the fight between Donnelly and 
WalTers has expressed himself as satisfied to meet the winner 
at any convenient hall and on any convenient date. Ladies 

and gentlemen, I thank you. ,. , 

As Donnelly went on his way he heard the resounding cheers 

of the assembly, who received the words with enthusiasm 
“This fight between you two lads is going to pack the 
Albert Hall from floor to ceiling,” said Mottram delightedly. 
“ After the scrap last night they’ll be there m their thousands 
to see you in the ring again, E)ynam ,le . And of Glen, 

they don’t need to be told anything about you. 

The fighters smiled at each other. % »* 

“Therl’ll have to be a fairly substantial side-stake, f 

continued the promoter. “How much do you suggest, Glen. 
The champion considered a moment, then answered. 

“I imagine there’s a thousand pounds waiting to say that 

1 ^onnelly S looked ti questioningly at Peter Stader 

K Tyou IS* —- - 
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the purse,” said the promoter. 

To this both gave their nodding assent. 

“Very well,” continued Mottram; “I’m putting up two 
thousand pounds, so that means one thousand two hundred 
pounds for you, Glen, and eight hundred for Donnelly. The 
fight’s over the championship course of fifteen three-minute 
rounds, and the referee will be chosen by the Board of 
Boxing Control. Now, what about the date? ” 

After a few moments’ reflection Murphy replied: 

“ Somewhere around six weeks’ time will suit me well. How 
will that do you, Dynamite? ” 

“ I’d rather you made it a couple of months, Glen.” 

Now that the fight of his life was being arranged Donnelly 
did not want to take the risk of entering the ring with a right 
■arm that had not fully recovered. 

Careful living had so maintained the virility of his body 
that Dynamite never trained for more than three weeks, so 
that his suggestion, if accepted, would give his arm a 
complete rest for a period of five weeks. 

“ That'il do me just as well,” said the champ. “ I’m fighting 
in Paris next week, and the extra time might come in useful 
if I get knocked about.” | 

A knowing smile passed from face to face. They knew all 
about these occasional continental trips made by the champion— 
four hundred pounds and a hundred training expenses to 
fight someone whom he usally treated as a sparring partner I 
for three or four rounds and put on the canvas at his leisure, f 
Slader turned inquiringly to Donnelly. J 

“ What are you doing this time about a trainer? ” he said. ( 
“ Oh, Spike and myself have joined forces again, haven’t • 
we, old-timer? ” * 1 

Don was grinning as he spoke. . 1 

“First I’ve heard of it,” replied Spike, surprised; “but if jj 
you say so I’m not going to start any argument.” 

“ Then everything’s fixed up,” said Mottram, as he turned 
to take his departure. .<■ 9 

“Wait a moment, Mr. Mottram,” said Dynamite. “I want 
to have a word privately with you before you go.” | 

“ Are you trying to square this fight? ” asked Glen, 
laughing. 

Spike and Kid Parkin waited, wonderingly on the pavement 
outside the promoter’s office. | 

“ What’s the mysterious conference about? ” queried the 
trainer as Dynamite put in an appearance. . 

“ I’ve been arranging a pleasant surprise for the Kid,” said I 
Donnelly. 
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“ Well, -don’t keep me in suspense,” complained Parkin. 

“ You told me, Kid, when we were at Perranporth that if 
you got a return bout with Ace Walters you thought you could 
beat him. Do you still think so? ” 

Kid, without hesitation, replied: 

“Sure! Last time I had as much of the fight as he did 
until he caught me with a lucky one coming out of a clinch. 
’Course, I couldn’t take him as you did, but I reckon I could 
get away with a decision on points.” 

“ I agree with you. Kid. That’s why I’ve persuaded 
Mottram to let you fight Ace on the same night that I fight 
Glen Murphy. How will that suit you? ” 

The passers-by were startled to see an apparently respectable 
and sane young man leap in the air and give tongue to a yell 
that should never be heard in a quiet London street. 

“I shall be wanting a sparring partner, Kid, so if you’d 
care to join the camp you’re welcome.” 

“Gee,” exclaimed the excited fighter, “if I can’t whip Ace 
after I’ve finished training with you, you can take a running 
kick at me every day for the rest of my life! ” 

“ Spike,” said Dynamite seriously, “ I want you to go to 
the estate agents at Purley with the Kid and find out everything 
you can about the man who’s taken over that house where 
the Kid was entertained so liberally. We’ve got five weeks 
in which to find The Dealer. I don’t want him running 
at large while I’m training. I’ve had more than enough of 
him in the last few weeks, and we’ve got to lay hands on 


him M 

“ What are you going to do. Donny? ” asked Spike. 
Dvnamite smiled mysteriously. 

“ I’m going up to Mae’s place now to have a few words 
with her. It’s time we settled things one way or the other.” 
The trainer viewed him with astonishment. 

Dynamite seemed to have shed his timidity. There was 
nothing hesitant to show the old nervousness that prefaced 


his visits to his fiancee. n , 

“You’ll get into a regular tank full of hot water, Don, for 

taking me "on again as your trainer.” said Spike who now 
knew all about Spike’s promise to Mae. 

Don’s face became set and resolute. M 

“I was a fool to give way before, and I know it now, was 

the fighter’s quiet comment. “ I’m not going to fight Murphy 
unless you train me, old-timer and that s that. 

“Come and have a cup of tea with me this afternoon, 
said Spike, “ and I’ll let you know what we’ve managed to 
find out. If it’s anything really important HI phone you at 


STAND UP AND FIGHT 


106 

your place after dinner and tell you the tale.” 

“Righto!” * • i 

“ Rut,” resumed the trainer, “ I’m not very optimistic— 
whoever The Dealer is he can’t be such a fool as to rake a 
house in his own name when he holds the sort of parties the 
Kid was the guest at yesterday. When we’ve been to Purley 
we’ll have another scout round on the trail of Buddy Pearce. 

If we can discover him the rest should be easy. Later on, 
Donny, we’ll have to find a new home for you—it isn’t safe 
for you to live by yourself with this Dealer bloke running 
after your blood like a maniac. No, it isn’t safe, and 
something will have to be done.” * 

Mae had learnt the lesson of forcing the attack, and herV 
flow of words swept round Donnelly like wasps on a jam- , v 
pot. 

“ I'm just about tired of you, Don, and I’ve had enough of 
it. When you are in London you’re either mixing up with i 
disreputable prize-fighters or you’re hanging round that girl, 
Jean Arthur. When you decide to go away you vanish like 
some criminal and haven’t even got the courtesy to tell me 
where you are. Last night you reappear to punch some 
miserable man into a state of unconsciousness, and^ now I 
suppose you’ve come along here to tell me all about it. You 
can save your breath—what you do and what you say doesn t 
interest me a bit, and- 

Mae paused, scenting an unusual atmosphere. The man in 
front of her was not the man she was used to! 

Her anger had not reduced him to that condition of abashed \ 
shame that she had learnt to look for. Instead, Don was 
regarding her with a quizzical smile and an air of amuse- 

ment. . ] 

“ Don’t waste any more energy, Mae, before I give you a 
piece of news that you can really get your teeth into. I have^ 
taken Spike Arthur back as my trainer.” v 

“ You’ve done what? ” asked the incredulous Mae. Even 
her fluent tongue was silent for a pause. 

“ You heard what I said.” I 

Don’s voice was cool and even. . 

“ Have you done this to make me more angry or is it 
because you must get back to that precious girl? ” 

“ I haven’t set eyes on Jean Arthur since I was with you 
last. There’s no need to be so grossly unfair.” 

“ Why tell me lies? ” said Mae contemptuously. | 

“ It’s the truth,” responded Don quietly. [ 

“ I’m not a babe in arms to stand here listening to fairy-talcfc 
of that sort. If you prefer that girl to me, why aren’t yoi^ 
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man enough to say so, instead of lying about it? ” 

“ Mae, this morning I signed a contract to fight Glen 
Murphy for the championship. By the arrangement we made 
this is to be my last fight and my most important fight. That’s 
why I’ve taken Spike back again—because he’s the only man 
in England who really knows me well enough to put me into 
the ring ready for the best fight of my life. I’ve given you 
the only reason why I’ve gone against the promise I gave you. 
If you are sensible there won’t be any more of these foolish 
arguments. In two month’s time there will be nothing left 
for us to have rows about—so why not let the whole matter 
drop at once? ” 

“ Do you think I’ve got no pride? ” asked Mae haughtily. 
“Do you think I am here to lie trampled on? You’ve asked 
me to be sensible, and I will be—either you keep to your 
promise and sack Spike Arthur or you can have your ring 
back. I’ve never played second fiddle to any one in my life, 
and I’m certainly not going to start now. You’d better choose 
between the Arthurs and me. Hurry up! What are you going 
to do?” 

“There’s no need whatever to be so drastic about it, Mae. 
Your alternatives don’t strike me as being very sensible.” 

“You can take them or leave them,” said Mae snappishly. 
“I’m not asking you to pass judgment on them.” 

Donnelly turned to her, serious but determined. 

“ Mae you’ve forced this on to me, and if my answer 
doesn’t please you, don’t blame me. The fault is yours for 
having driven me to a choice between two ridiculous decisions. 
I have made up my mind that I will not do without Spike— 
that’s final. This doesn’t mean that you’ve got to break our 
engagement. If it will help you I’ll promise not to speak 

to Jean while I’m training.” , 

“ Why make another promise that you d break.' Here s 

your ring. No you can associate with your pugilists and 

your Jean Arthur as much as you want to—you won’t hear 

from me again.” • j »• 

“Are you sure you wont change your mind, Mae. 

“I’m certain,” she said emphatically. 

“Then I’ll say good-bye,” said Dynamite as he placed the 
engagement ring in his pocket and left the house. 

Donnellv was surprised to find that the parting had not 

affected him unduly. ...... 44 . 4 , 4 , 

The change in himself— particularly m his attitude towards 

Mae _was puzzling, and he sought in vain for an explanation. 

Perhaps it was that his recent troubles had driven the thought 

of her out of his mind. 
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At any rate, it was all over—and with a shrug of his 
shoulders he turned in the direction of his home. 

Dynamite was reading the sporting papers after dinner 
when his telephone rang. 

“ Spike,” he said to himself as he picked up the receiver 
and shouted “Hallo!’' 

But the voice at the other end of the wire was one that 
he had good cause to remember. It was impossible to mistake 
the exaggerated disguise that masked The Dealer’s voice. 

“ Is that you, Donnelly? I suppose you know who this 
is without my telling you? ” 

“You can’t speak to a skunk without knowing it,” was the « 
retort. 

“Still angry, Donnelly? Maybe you are, but you’re not 
as angry as 1 am. And when I get angry, unpleasant things 
are likely to happen to a lot of people in general and to 
you in particular. Your friends have been making some 
inquiries this morning about my house at Purley. It may 
prevent you from asking them unnnccessary questions if I 
tell you that they’ve found out nothing that will help you. 
Now, isn’t it kind of me to tell you that? ” 

“ Very,” said Don with exaggerated politeness “ hut I don’t 
suppose that’s what you rang up about, so you’d better let me 
hear the rest of your amusing story before I put the receiver 
down.” 


“ This morning, Donnelly, you fixed your fight with Glen 
Murphy. That fight won’t take place That’s what I rang 
tip to tell you. Are you satisfied now? ” 

There was a sardonic chuckle at the end of the line. The 


Dealer obviously possessed a curious form of humour. 

“ Most interesting,” remarked Donnelly dryly. “ Perhaps I 
con give you a piece of information that you won’t find 
interesting. Would you like to hear it? ” 

“ I can’t stop your saying whatever you wish to on the 
telephone, so you can talk until I grow tired of listening to 
you.” 

“ Oh. IT, be quite brief. I only want you to temember 
that IVn going to give you a thrashing that’ll cripple you for 
life before I start the fight with Murphy. Whenever you’re 
feeling cheerful, just think about that a bit.” 

‘ Y ou've got to find me first.” 

I !iat won’t be as difficult as you think. We already 
know enough to lay our hands on you inside a month.” 

The Dealer chuckled. 

In a month. Donnelly, you won’t be able to lay your 
hands cm anything except the sheets of a hospital bed. I 
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shall be arranging a small party for you very soon, and you 
won’t be as fortunate as Kid Parkin. I should feel that I 
was not doing the right thing unless I looked after you per¬ 
sonally.” 

“There’ll be someone looking after you before then.” 

Dynamite replaced the receiver. His earlier impression 
returned to him.with increased strength—in spite of the 
elaborately disguised tones, he had heard the voice before. 
He hadn’t been with Spike for more than a minute before 
he found that The Dealer had at least given him some 
information that was accurate. 

“ We drew a blank, Don,” said the trainer. “ A man calling 
himself Desson paid the agent a small deposit on the house 
and said he would pay the balance when the decorators had 
caried out their renovations. The agent gave him the keys, 
and thought that the men in the place were decorators. He 
went to the house with us this morning, but the place was 
deserted. After the Kid got away last night they all cleared 
out. But we found out two or three things that are going to 
help us.” 

“What were they?” asked the fighter eagerly. 

“The Kid showed me the room they put him into when 
The Dealer wanted to talk to him. On the wall at the back 
of the door the Kid’s name and address were written on the 
paper in pencil. And underneath that someone had written 
your telephone number. The Dealer moved out of the house 
in such a hurry that he left something behind him on the 
floor—a newspaper cutting.” 

“ Well, what about it? ” said Don impatiently. 

44 Take your time, my lad. You remember Bunch Maple, 
don’t you? ” 

“ I ought to,” growled Dynamite. 

He wasn’t likely to forget the man’s name. When Bunch 
had been given six months’ hard labour under the Bribery 
and Corruption Acts for squaring fights Donnelly nad been 
one of the principal witnesses for the prosecution. 

“ He hasn’t got any reason to be fond of you, has he? ” 
queried the trainer reflectively. 

44 He’d give his right hand to do me a bad turn,” was the 
answer. 

44 That’s what I think, and I’m getting a bit nervous. This 
cutting that I picked up announced that Bunch has opened 
a gymnasium in Brixton. He’s been out of gaol for around 
four months.” 

“You don’t think that Bunch Maple can be The Dealer, 
do you? ” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


ON THE TRAIL 

“No”—Spike shook his head emphatically—“he hasn't got 
enough brain. But if The Dealer wants to cause more trouble 
he couldn’t get a better right-hand man, co Jd he? ” 

“ I see,” said Dynamite slowly. “ Spike, we’d do well to 
move along to Brixton and see what Bunch is doing.” 

, “ I’ve been,” responded Spike. “ The Kid and myself 
called there on our way back from Purley.” 

“ And what did he say? ” 

“ Bunch said nothing. There was a good reason why we 
didn’t speak to him—he wasn’t there! What we did find out 
makes me more scared than Fve ever been before. You see, 
we had a long talk to Buster Flynn. He has been employed 
by Bunch to give boxing lessons in the gym. He says 
Bunch spent over two hundred pounds fitting up the gym, 
and he got together quite a nice bit of business. Three days 
ago, when Bunch was doing as well as he’d ever done in 
his life, he walks up to Buster, gives him the sack, and says 
he’s closing the gym the next day. The day before you 
scrapped Walters the gym was locked up. Bunch disappeared, 
and his two hundred pounds’ worth of stuff is lying idle. 
What do you figure out of that, Donny? ” 

“Looks pretty black for me, old-timer. If Bunch is sit¬ 
ting on my tail the sooner we find him the better it’ll be 
for my state of health. We don’t want to let him find me 
first.” 

“ There’s another small item we found out this morning, 
Donnv. We know' that Pearce was one of the men who beat 
the Kid up last night. Now w r e know another of ’em. When 
I got back to Town I walked round to the Dolphin Club I 
wanted to have a few words with Archie Pullen. You know, 
he’s always with Pearce, and I was getting suspicious about 
the whole crowed of ’em. I hadn’t been in the club more 
than a couple of ticks when Sandy, the barman, tells tne all I 
want to know. Pullen, Donnv, is in bed to-day with both his 
wrists in splints—said he fell out of a taxi. Do you recall 
the Kid telling us that he caught one of the men across 
the wywith a blackjack? That’s Pullen, for certain. When 
you’ve had your cup of tea we’re going to interview the 
gentleman.” 

Dynamite nodded agreement. 
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“It’s past time you left that place of yours, sonny,” said 
Spike, after a pause, when Don had recounted his conversation 
with The Dealer. “If you stay there much longer you’ll be 
waking up in the middle of the night in time to find that 
the blokes standing round the bed don’t mean you to fight 
Murphy.” 

“ You’re right. Spike, although I don’t like quitting. It 
looks as though I’m scared of them. The problem is—where 
shall I live for the next five weeks until I start training? ” 

'* I’ve talked it over with Jean, Donny, and if you’d like 
to stay with us we’d be only too glad to have you. It’d be much 
safer than staying in a place where you don’t know the 
people. And it isn’t as though you wouldn’t feel at home 
here.” 

“ That’s jolly kind of you, old-timer. I’d love to stay here 
with Jean and you. We’ll collect my kit to-night.” 

“ You won’t be the only visitor, Donny. I’m fixing up a 
bed in the sitting-room for Kid Parkin.” 

“What! Why on earth are you doing that?” 

“ Because we’re too near that title-fight to take any risks,” 
6aid Spike grimly. “ I’m not saying that any one would have 
the nerve to break in here—but they might, and it’s those 
improbable things that we’ve got to watch. There’s no sense 
in shutting the stable-door when the horse has cone mv 
boy.” B ’ V 

“ Bunch won’t have the pluck to try anything like that 
Spike.” ’ 

“ Maybe Bunch won’t, but lie’s not the only one The Dealer 
can employ when he wants a job done. Those guys weren’t 
very nervous yesterday, were they, when they bumped the 
Kid in broad daylight and only a hundred yards away from 
his own home? Why, if I had the room here I’d get another 
two or three of the boys to stay with us.” 

‘‘Don’t forget that I’ve got to go out, Spike.” 

“You’ll not put a foot outside this place unless both the 
Kid and myself are with you. I’m not taking the risk of 
your going out without one of us. This morning, Donny, J 
borrowed these from a pal of mine. If you slip them' on 
under your gloves every time you go out into a tight corner 

you needn’t hit hard—a half-hearted punch will crack a man’s 
jaw. 

In the palm of Spike’s hand was a pair of knuckle-dusters. 
With a laugh Dynamite slipped one on his fingers and clenched 
H 18 fist. 

“ Pity I can’t wear them on the night I fight Glen Murphy' ” 
he said with a gnn. 7 
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But Donnelly was not sorry to have them in his pocket. 
Something more than bare fists are wanted when men are 
sitting on your tail with blackjacks. That much Dynamite 
had learnt from the Kid’s experience. 

“What about my training. Spike? Have you made up 
your mind where I’m going? ” 

“I’m taking you to a place that’s off the map, Donhy. Out 
of reach, out of trouble—that’s my motto. We’re going to a 
little village outside Warwick—the Kid’s father is travelling 
up there to-morrow to make arrangements. • The camp’ll be 
the biggest we’ve had yet. There’ll be we two, the Kid and 
his father, Slugger Moran and Andy Griffen. , You’ll get all 
the mixture you want with those three as sparring partners. 
Andy is fast as they make ’em—you’ll have to sweat to keep 
tip with him; Slugger isn’t brilliant, but he hits hard and 
he can stand up to a hiding better than any man I know; 
and the Kid can keep you on the move. Is there anybody 
else you want? There’s no sense in trying to economise when 
y °u ve got a title-fight in the offing.” 

“ They’ll do me well. Spike,” replied Dynamite. 

All tight, said Spike. “ Put your coat on and we’ll see 
what kmd of an explanation we can get out of Archie Pullen.” 

1 ullen s face was as white as the pillow-slip on which his 
head rested as Spike and Donnelly walked into the bedroom. 

Weve come to hear how it transpired that you fell out 
of that taxi last night,” said the trainer abruptly. 

I he invalid gave them a wan, uneasy smile. 

“ I thought it had stopped and it hadn’t” he answered 
simply struggling hard to make his tone sound convincing. 

a , nc s it done to you? ” 

I ye bust iny wrists—sprained one and fractured the 
other. 

„ “ I ! aving ^ a r d story,” said Spike menacingly, 

perhaps you II let us know what really happened.” 

Again that sickly smile flitted across Pullen’s face. 

“ vr r »n k ° n you . mu9t have your little joke. Spike.” 

Well stop this foolery,” snapped the trainer. “Aie you 
gomg to tell me what happened or shall I tell you? ” 

* ve ,>’ ou what happened.” said Pullen weakly, 
on didn t by any chance arrive in Purley last night and 

a V' eI ! across tl,e wrists with a blackjack, did you? ” 

“ ‘ d °n ' know what you’re talking about. Spike.” 

l ^° U ( *°* an< l ^ y° u don’t come out with all you know 

me ' w, • > ? U i Can tel1 yonr story t0 P°^ os instead of to 
wn'ch do you want to do?” 

reckon its no good hitting my head against a brick 
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wall” sighed Pullen. “Yes, I was at Purley, Spike. What 
do you want me to tell you? 

“The truth—and every bit of it that you know—and 

quickly.” 

“ Honest, Spike, I don’t know very much. A couple of 
days ago I was in the Dolphin with Buddy Pearce, and he 
pulled out a bundle of pound notes when he paid for the 
drinks. I asked him if he’d come into a fortune. He said 
he was being well paid for a job of work, and I asked him 
what he was doing. Then he told me that a bloke who calls 
himself The Dealer was paying four of ’em to find out what 
Dynamite was doing when he went out of London. 1 said, 
‘Can I come in on this? ’ and he said he’d have to speak to 
this bloke, The Dealer, about it.” m 

“ Did he tell you who The Dealer was? 

“No_said he didn’t know himself. Well, I was in the 

Dolphin about seven o’clock, when the barman said Buddy 
wanted to speak to me on the telephone. Buddy tells me 
that he’s fixing up for me to see The Dealer that night and 
will I go to The Oaks, Crescent Drive, Purley, where 111 
meet a bloke outside the gates that’ll take me to The Dea er 
I said wouldn’t it do to-morrow, but Buddy said if dnh, t 
see this bloke that night he wouldn t see mo a all. Y.-. n 
I got down there the man was waiting outside the gates or 
me We walked up the drive to the front door, and tins 
bloke—I didn’t know him for Adam—pulled out a key and 
opened the door. Then he says, ‘Come tins way with me 
aSdUwe started to walk down the passage. When we pot to 
the end of this passage this bloke nudged me to turn to he 
eft where there were some stairs As soon as I turned the 
corner I saw an arm coming up with a truncheon, and I threw 
my hands over my head. And that’s where I got these wrists 

“"what happened then? ” asked Spike. 



since. ^ ,« r> >> 

::S; e an y d"wh C n7s B 4? ^ don’t want to after the .ness he 

g °Spik'e ^ and' Dynamite were satisfied .ha, Pullen was telling 


the truth. 
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There was no point in denying his statement—or the man*s 
bewildered condition. Every word was corroborated by wliat 
Kid Parkin had told them. 

Obiviously he knew less about the incidents of the evening 
than any one, and, up to a point, could be considered as an 
innocent victim. 

“ Pullen,” said Spike, “ It’s a lucky thing for you that I 
believe you. It should teach you a lesson that dirty business 
doesn’t pay. I’ve never known you to try this sort of thing 
before, and if you are wise you’ll never try it again.” 

“ You can bet your life I won’t,” said Pullen solemnly. 

“ Good. Now I’m going to give you a chance of earning 
an honest penny. The Dealer is trying to bust Dynamite 
so badly that he won’t be able to fight Glen Murphy. Do 
you agree with that?—is that the sort of man you want to 
help?” 

“ Gracious, Spike, I never dreamt it was as bad as that— 
really I didn’t! I wouldn’t mix myself up in that rough stuff 

—believe me, I wouldn’t.” 

“ I didn’t think you would, Pullen. That’s why I wa9 
puzzled about your being down at Purely. But if vou could 
do something to put a spike in The Dealer’s gun, and if 
Dynamite paid you to give us some help, would you do it? ” 

“ Of course I would. I don’t hold with maiming men.” 

“Well, you can get out of bed to-morrow if you put that 
arm in a sling. I want you to go to the Dolphin Club and 
find out what’s happening. Bunch Maple is in on this game, 
and I’d like to know what he’s doing. You know Bunch, and 
you should be able to find out from either him or Buddy 
Pearce.” 

“ PH do my best for you,” replied Pullen. 

“If you can tell me what their next move is,” continued 

Spike. “ I’ll give you fifty quid. And if-mark this carefully 

—you can find out for me who The Dealer is I’ll give you a 
hundred.” 

“That’s a good offer, and I’ll take it. Spike; but you’ll have 
to keep your mouth shut, or they’ll be giving me worse than 
they’ll ever give Donnelly.” 

“ That’s fine, Pullen. I’ll say nothing, and the faster you 
work the better. Find out first what Bunch is going to do— 
that’s the most important thing. Then give me a ring at 
Welbec’ V6748. I’ll write the number down for you to save 
you t’ trouble of memorising it. Let’s hear from you soon.” 

T* days succeeded each other in peaceful procession. In 
the shelter of Spike’s home Dynamite felt supremely 
contented. 
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Since his early teens he had had no home life, and the 
tranquillity and quiet of his life with Jean, Spike and Kid 
Parkin was having a markedly beneficial effect on him. 

There was one feature of his contentment and regular meals 
and hours that caused no little anxiety to Spike. 

At the end of a fortnight he walked with Don and Kid into 

a Regent Street gymnasium. „ 

« Get your clothes off, Donny, and jump on to those scales. 

The fighter looked surprised. He had never before been 
asked to weigh himself unless he was in training. _ 

For two years his poundage had varied trmally, in ounces 
only. Each time, as he commenced training, he .urncd tho 
scale at eleven stone, eight and a half pounds. 

Spike always described this as ideal—it gave him three or 

four pounds to work on. . , , . 

His astonishment can therefore he imagined when lie saw 

the indicator quiver and stop at eleven stone, twelve pounds. 

Surely the scales were not registering properly. 

“ Dynamite,” said Spike, “ I’ve been thinking for the past 

few days that you were filling out more. When you got on 

the scales before you scrapped Ace Walters you were only 

three ounces under the middle-weight. As you s and now 

we’ve got to take over six pounds off you-and that s too 

much You haven’t got more than three pounds that you can 

n to lose Mv lad, this is where you stop sitting 

really afford to . the pian „. You're going to 

wTsme h“ fleshoS, a^you’re going on a die, What’s 
more. WU have to start training at least a week earlier than 

We ”t k d 0 oesn’, 0 mean that I won’, be strong for iny fight with 
the champ, does it, old-timer. 

“I’m not SO disappointing 

Four da>s of ha # n ne ii v * s we ieht, and it was while 

Ae U fighter° wa?d~ng this new problem with his trainer 

th Dynamite h0 moved U to-a?ds the instrument, but Spike waved 

hi oY b es Ck Snike Arthur a, this end. Oh is that vou, Pulleu? 

Yes, spiKi That’s ereat—fire away. 

You’ve got somei news. Tha^s p ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Dynamite , j,eld the rece iver to his ear. 

Sus «• w* ■«„ i. .1- 

receiver. 



STAND UP AND FIGHT 


116 

Donnelly had controlled his patience while Spike was talking, 
but now he impatiently blurted out:- 

“ Come on, man. Don’t keep all the news to yourself. 
You’ve been listening to Pullen long enough to have heard 
his life-story from the cradle upwards. Has he found out 
who The Dealers is? ” 

Spike, deep in thought, smilingly replied: 

“ No, but he’s discovered something that—for the moment, 
at any rate—is much more important than that. He has just 
told me what Bunch has arranged to keep you out of the ring. 
Now we can settle down to work out some kind of counterblast 
something that will act as a-” 

“ Let’s hear about Bunch first,” Donnelly broke in. 

“ Pullen says he met Buddy Pearce last night, and Pearce 
told him that he could fix him up with a piece of work for 
The Dealer.” 

“ Oh. that’s interesting,” said Dynamite. 

“ Buddy said he didn’t know much about it himself last 
night, so Pullen met him again this morning,” Spike went on. 
“ Then he says The Dealer’s fixed Bunch Maple to lay you out 
properly, and he wants a couple of men to give Bunch a hand 
;*.i case there’s any hitch. So Buddy and Pullen have got to 
join forces with Maple.” 

“ That sounds all right as far as it goes,” said Donnelly, 
“but they’ve got to catch me before thy can hit me—and 
that’s where their brains are wanted.” 

“ Dent make the mistake of thinking that The Dealer’s 
short of grey matter, my lad. He’s planned this quite nicely. 
On Friday night, somewhere around nine o’clock, you get a 
note, delivered by some small boy, telling you that Mae 
Terrence has struck a patch of trouble and wants you to see 
her immediately. Pullen says the note’s being written by 
Nosey Wallace—and what that lad doesn’t know about forgery 
you can find out by ringing up Scotland Yard. Well, when 
you’ve read this note you dash to Mae’s house, bubbling over 
with the spirit of the cavalier rescuing fair damsels.” 

Dynamite tightly clenched his hands, opened them, and 
clenched them again. 

They must have been watching you like a cat watching a 
moucchole,” continued the trainer. “ They’ve even found out 
that you always take the short cut down that new road at 
the hack of her house—the road, Donny, where there are no 
lamps. At the side of that garage wall half-way down the 
street there’ll he a reception committee waiting for you, headed 
by your beneficent friend Bunch Maple. The wall forms a 
right-agnle with the inside edge of the pavement, so you’ll 
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never know what hits you. Bunch swings a piece of rubber 
tubing, you put your head underneath it, and when you come 
round three or four days afterwards the doctor tells you 
that you’ll he able 'to move out of the hospital in two months 
time but your head is so beaten up that any jar under the 
jaw or on the face will send you to sleep for an hour. Then 
you thank him very much and wonder how you're going to 

earn a living/' , , . 

“All nicely thought out,” ejaculated the boxer 
“What could be nicer? The Dealer is satisfied because 
you’ll never be able to fight Glen Murphy or anybody else 
and Bunch Maple goes home singing because he s thanked 
you in his own peculiar way for giving evidence against him. 
And you’ll probably lie on the pavement until the postman 
finds you the next morning. That’s the size of it, Donny. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


COUNTER ATTACK 

Dynamite smiled as Arthur finished, and then exclaimed: 

“Spike you should have been a vacuum-cleaner salesman 
or a politician-yon paint word-pictures better than you give 
advice Since this melancholy story hasn t made me shed 
even one tiny tear, why not talk sense and tell me what 
you’ve got running through your mmd as a counterblast? 
Here’s The chance to get hold of Bunch and Pcarce-but 
liow’rc we going to manage it? I’m not go.ng to risk a 

smack on the head in the process. ... , 

“ I’m wondering whether he s bound to hit you on the 

head ” said Spike unexpectedly, “ or whether he might change 
him mind and hit you somewhere else. That’s the real problem. 
“Have you developed insanity suddenly. Spike, or has it 

been growing on your gradually? 

“This is sense, not madness. Dynamite If I was certain 
that he’d only aim for your head we could lead Bunch right 
up the garden. Have you ever seen one of the helmets the 
speed-merchants wear when they’re riding on the dirt tracks? 
Well if you were using one of them, Maple s piece of rubber 
tubing would tickle you as though a fly had settled on you. 
Then the circus would start—Kid Parkin and Slugger Moran 
would be walking four of five yards at the back of you. 
It’d be so dark they couldn’t be seen, and if they wore 
rubber gym shoes they couldn’t be heard either. Would 

you like°to try that, Donny? ” 
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“ I’m going to have a preliminary practice. Spike,” said Don, 
grinning, “ by putting the helmet on your head and giving you 
a proper smash with a poker. If you’re laughing by the timo 
I’ve finished I’ll try it.” 

Spike was right. The impact of a hard blow on a dirt-track 
helmet was so subdued and broken that his head was only 
conscious of a sudden jar. There was certainly no pain. 
Dynamite experimented with it until he was satisfied. 

Friday evening found the four conspirators waiting eagerly 
for the note. 

Slugger Moran, 'six feet two and fourteen stone of fighting 
fitness, was regaling his listeners with a vivid story of American 
experiences. His huge, ham-like hands were waving in circles 
as he tried to add drama to his narrative. 

“Then this pimply-faced lad with the bucket says, ‘Come 
on, big boy! you’ve got him goopy,* and I lammed this 
pudden-headed scrapper so hard my fist nearly stuck in his 
face. He fell like he was struck by lighting, and the referee 
has one long look at me and says I fouled the bloke. This 
pimple-faced lad says the other guy was home-towned to a 
verdict. I dunno what he meant, but I socked the referee 
under the chin and that was the last time I had a scrap in 
America. 

They were still laughing when the door-knocker came down 
with a resounding crash. 

Spike left the room, to return a moment later with an 
envelope in his hand. 

“ Here’s your love-letter from The Dealer, Dynamite,” he 
paid, “ and the boy says a lady gave it to him in Primrose 

Hill.” 

Donnelly turned up the corners of his mouth in a caustic 
smile as he perused the note. Then he read it aloud to his 
fellow-conspirators: 

*’ Dear Don, —Could you come and see me as soon as you 
receive this note? I am in such dreadfull trouble and want 
your advice badly. Please don’t disappoint me.— Mae.” 

*’ Now we can make a start, boys,” said Spike. 

“ Kid, you go with Slugger and pick up a taxi at the end 

of the road. Go out the hack way. Pay the driver off at 

the end of Beverly Road and wait there until Dynamite passes 

you. Let him see that you're there, and then follow him— 

don 1 get mor e than half a dozen yards away from him. Go 
on; move along.” 

The trainer passed Don his hat and coat. 

iou needn’t go for another few minutes, Donny. For 
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the love of Mike, don’t pass the corner of Beverly Road unless 
you see that the Kid and Slugger are following you. When 
you see that everything’s O.K., slip your hat off and put his 
helmet on. Carry it under your coat as you leave the house 
Are you ready? Bring Bunch and Pearce back here so that 
we can ask them a few questions at our leisure Don stand 
talking to them in the street. Do be careful, Donny. 

It was half an hour later when Dynamite parsed the two 
men huddled under the hedge at the corner of Beverly Road. 

There was no need to speak-it was impossible, even in 
the dark, to mistake Slugger with his huge frame and 

A hundred yards down the road Don took off his hat and 
strapped on the helmet, feeling it carefully to make certain 

that it couldn’t slip. . . . 

He commenced to hum as the turning to the new road 

came in sight-lie might just as well give Bunch plenty of 

TTe S w paces away from the garage his step became more 
jaunty as he noted the two figures looming through the night 

in His foThad scarcely touched the drop from the pavement 
to the garage-entrance before a hand clutched .us shoulder 
a heavy blow descended on the helmet, and he swung round 

“s'sri.i'-.r.SS K-ft-< r . 

and Bunch subsided to the floor-a half-mouthed explet.ve 

S ^ 1 wo We shado4 iS formr shot out from the angle of the wall 
One fell over Don’s extended foot; the other was not so 

f0 HTface met Slugger’s giant hand at the zenith of its swing, 
and the man lurched before he crashed to the pavement 
The whole affray had not taken more than two minutes 
The man who had measured his length over Dynamite s foot 

showed more an attempt to tear down the 

dark “road Slugger stood in his way, and Don heard a thud 
and a groan as the ham-like fist flashed for the second time. 

“Looks as though you could have done without me 
whispered Kid Parkin as he bent to examine the faces of the 
Sent trns stretched out on the pavement “ - V. Jg 
flit this bloke, didn’t you, Slugger? lie asked as ne saw 
the gashed lips and flattered nose of the man who had run 

'"AU^hreiTbUckguards were clean out—knocked for six, in 
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the parlance of the ring. Don knew what he had put behind 
that uppercut—he felt the jar of the impact from his wrist 
to his shoulder. 

“ Kid,” said Donnelly, speaking softly, “ run to the end 
of the road and pick up a cab. Tell the driver that you’ve 
got three drunken men down the road—otherwise he might 
start asking awkward questions. He’s not allowed to carry 
six of us in his taxi, but I imagine that if I wave a pound note 
in front of him his conscience won’t prevent him from taking 
us to Spike’s.” 

“Will it be all right for me to leave you two with the 
three of them? ” asked the Kid as he was moving away. 

“ Are you trying to be funny? ’ said Slugger, helping 
Parkin down the road with a push that nearly brought him to 

his knees. 


Two of the men had staggered to their feet by the time 
the taxi arrived. Slugger seized the third by his coat-collar 
and threw his unceremoniously into the cab. The others had 
to use their unconscious comrade as a seat. 

P>unch was staring at Donnelly with bulging' eyes—his 
dulled and scattered brain was trying to work out how the 
man whose skull should have been cracked like an egg had 
managed to half kill him with an uppercut and sit in the taxi 
smibng as though being hit with rubber-tubing was a pleasant 

experience. 

Put the strain of thinking was too much for Maple’s 
fuddled head, and he closed his eyes, rubbing his sore jaw 
with a trembling hand. 

Puddy Pearce was sitting without a smile, opening and 
closing his mouth with the uncomfortable movement of a fish 
out of water. 

He had seen Maple throw his shoulder into the swing and 
he had heard the crash as the tubing struck Donnelly’s head. 
Buddy viewed the fighter with the air of respect that a pagan 
nu,"lit use in the presence of a strange god. 

^ nc thought ran through his mind over and over again. 
' hat was the good of Glen Murphy or any other champion 
ti\ing to hurt Donnellv if a full-blooded welt with a piece 
of solid rubber ran off him like water from a duck’s back? 

1 earce knew that Dynamite was touch, but, gosh! he’d 

have seen The Dealer or anybody else somewhere hot if he’d 

iave known that it was impossible to hurt the bloke with 
anything. 

Tim silence was only once disturbed on the journey. 
Donnelly 6 who s tlle £ u >’ you’re sitting on? ” asked 
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“ Pedlar Smith,” replied Buddy surlily. 

“ Don’t know him,” said Don. “ Do you know the bloke. 

Kid? ” 

Parkin shook his head. 

“ Never heard of him—and I wouldn’t know him by his 

face after the little packet he got from Slugger. Nor would 

his mother.” 

“I know him,” interrupted the big fighter; “he used to 

scrap up in the North, but he was never better than a 

six-rounder. When he came South he got tied up with the 
Euston racing gang and they used him until they found him 
double-crossing. They beat him up and turned him adrift. 
Since then he’s been in on the edge of every dirty pie that 
he could poke his nose into. He’s a bad lot.” 

“ Here we are,” said Don as the taxi stopped. Then he 
assumed an air of icy politeness. “ Would you gentlemen 
step this way? ” 

The three roughs were huddled on the sofa. Pedlar Smith 
recovered sufficiently to open his bruised eyes dreamily, but 
his brain was still confused in chaos. He was the only one 
in the room who didn’t know what had hit him. 

“ Pearce,” said Spike sterly, “ you were the first to get 
tangled up in this dirty business, so you can have the first 
shout.” 

Buddy looked up, a strange expression dominating his face, 
and was about to speak when the trainer warned him: 

“ If we get any lies from you there’s enough of us to 
man-handle you. I reckon you know what I mean. The only 
chance you’ve got of saving your hide is to come through with 
all you know. Start from the beginning—and leave nothing 
out.” 

Pearce knew only too well that evasion was futile. The set, 
grim faces of the men in front of him was no light omen of 
what awaited him if he failed to do as he was told. 

“ It began a couple of months ago,” he said falteringly. 
“ I was in the Dolphin and I was called to the phone.” 

“Who was at the other end?” inquired the trainer. 

“ The man who called me up said I needn’t bother about 
his name. Then he asked me if I wanted to earn some money, 
and I said of course I did. ‘ Well follow Dynamite Donelly for 
the rest of this week,’ he said, ‘ and let me know everything he 
does. I’ll ring up again on Monday. Give me your address 
and I’ll send you some money.’ When I got home that night 
there was a fiver waiting for me in an envelope, and there was 
a note, typewritten, with the words, ‘ From The Dealer.* After 
that I told him all I could find out, and then he asked me if I 
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could square Red Slade and his manager to damage Donnelly/’ 

Here the man hesitated, but was urged to go on by Spike. 

“I talked it over with Slade, and we fixed up for him to 
come across with the rough stuff. The Dealer said he’d pay 
the forfeit money for Slade to fight overweight, and give him 
another two hundred to bust Donnelly’s arm. The morning 
after the scrap The Dealer rang me up—he was in a terrible 
temper—and blamed me for not getting Dynamite splashed 
properly. Then he said he’d give me another chance, and 
he’d ring up again. By this time he’d sent me about forty 
pounds in fivers, and I reckon the easy money was getting 
into my head. I never stopped to think what I was doing so 
long as the dough kept rolling in.” 

“And then?” interrogated Spike. 

“ A few days later he had another talk to me. Said he’d 
made all the arrangements for me to fix Donnelly so that there 
wouldn’t be any mistakes. Dan Bailey was going to train 
Dynamite at Windsor and he’d given Dan fifty quid to see 
that he was stopped from fighting Ace Walters. It was The 
Dealer who put me up to that game with the starting-handle 
—I didn’t know one end of a car from the other until he put 
me wise.” 

“Go on; I understand,” said the trainer. 

“ Early in the morning I took the leads off the 

starting-battery as he told me to, and I waited at the back 

of the garage while Dynamite pushed the car out to the front 

of the gym. Then, while he went inside to have a row with 

Dan Bailey, I shoved the throttle forward on the steering-wheel. 
As soon as I’d done that I beat it as fast as I could for the 
railway-station. I didn’t hear until Bailey came in the club 
in the afternoon that Donnelly hadn’t hurt himself, and then 
I knew I was in for another row.” 

Here the man shuddered, then continued the narrative: 

“ Wlten The Dealer couldn’t find Donnelly he used to ring 
me up two or three times a day. At first he blazed at me for 
making a mess of the Windsor business, but after a day or 
two he calmed down and said he’d give me a hundred quid 
if I could stop Dynamite getting into the ring with Walters.” 

" And then you tried to find out where Donnelly wa9 
living? *' inquired Spike. 

“ Pete Reynolds found that he was staying with Kid Parkin, 
so for four or five hours Pete, Musty Kelly, and me hung 
about the house waiting for a chance to get one of ’em. It 
docsn t need me to tell you that we grabbed the Kid.” 

‘ Oh, no, we know that,” was the rejoinder. 

The Dealer, 7 ' the man went on, “ said we were to take 
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whoever we got hold of to the house at Purley, and he’d be 
there to have a talk to him. Of course, I thought, I was going 
to have a look at this bloke, but he hung behind a curtain all 
the time and said the first man to put his head round the 
curtain would get a crack across his dome. When Musty 
Kelly let us out of the cellar after the Kid had got away, I 
dashed up to the room upstairs—but there was nobody behind 
the curtain. The Dealer had gone! ” 

Here the trainer smiled, and encouraged Pearce to proceed. 

“We found Archie Pullen and Charlie Canning laid out on 
the passageway, and we all cleared out of the house. At least, 
Pete, Musty, and me- cleared out; the other two didn’t go 
until later. There was no money for me at home, and the 
next morning The Dealer rang up the club and said he wasn’t 
going to pay any of us, ’cos we’d bungled it. -I didn’t hear 
any more from him for about a couple of weeks.” 

“What happened then?” came the inquiry. 

“Last Saturday he rang up again and told me a bloke 
was calling for me at the club on Monday morning. He 
wouldn’t tell me the man’s name, but he said it was the last 
chance I’d have of picking up the hundred heM promised. 
Well, I was sitting in the Dolphin on Monday when the 
doorman says somebody downstairs wants me. When I got 
down Bunch Maple was waiting for me, and he says, 4 I’m 
the bloke The Dealer sent along,’ and I says-” 

“Just stop there,” said Spike, “and we’ll get Maple to 
tell us the rest after I’ve asked you a few question. Have you 
ever telephoned The Dealer or written to him? ” 

“ No, never,” was the decisive answer. 

Arthur looked suspiciously at Pearce. 

“ And are you trying to tell me you’ve never seen him? ” 

“It’s the gospel truth.” 

“ How did you know where to wait for Donnelly to-night? ” 

“ I’ll leave Maple to tell you that.” 

“How did the note come to be forged? Who had Mae 
Terrence’s handwriting to make the copy from? ” 

“ I haven’t the remotest idea, honestly.” 

“ What do you propose to do when you leave here 
to-night? ” 

“ I’m going home. Spike, as fast as my legs’ll travel. 
I’ve just about had a stomachful of The Dealer, and I’m 
through. There’ll be no more of this game for me after 
this.” 

“ Maybe you won’t- get home, Pearce. I may decide to 
hand you over to the police. We’ll see. Now, Maple, 1 want 
to hear all that you have got to say, and don’t try to put 
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any frills on it. You’ve only just come out of gaol, and you 
look like going back to it.” 

Bunch didn’t wait for a second invitation. After hearing 
the story told by Pearce he knew that honesty was the best 
and only policy, so he unhesitatingly proceeded to give his 
detailed account: 

“I was in my gym at Brixton when The Dealer rang me 
up for the first time. You know how sore I was feeling about 
Donnelly? Well, this bloke says would I like to get some 
of my own back on Dynamite for getting in the witness-box 
against me. Of course, I said I would, and he says I can 
bust Donnelly for my own sweet satisfaction and earn a lot 
of money at the same go. That made me prick my ears 
up a bit. 


“Then The Dealer says I’ll have to give up the gym, and 
I told him that it was fitted up with stuff worth two hundred 
quid. So he says, ‘ If you do what I want you to do you 
can have two hundred pounds for the stuff you’ve bought, 
and then another two hundred on top of that.’ 

I got a trifle foxy, and told him that I’d want to see the 
colour of his money before I did anything. That didn’t 
trouble him a bit. The next morning I got an envelope with 
finy quid in it and a note saying it was from The Dealer, 
and later on he rang me up and said that if I’d lock up the 

gym and give him my private address he’d send on the other 
hundred and fifty. 

“ He "'as rattled for a minute when I told him I hadn’t 
got a telephone at home, but I said I could fix up to be in 
the I hree Crowns, at the corner of the road, every day at 
twelve O clock, so he said he would ring me up there. 

hat same night I got the remaining one hundred and 
illy pounds—all in fivers and the same little note that I’d had 

, )e *° r fi • < f Xt tlme we ^ ia( ^ a ta ^ he says he’s arranged 
everything for me, and he tells me to go to the new road 

' ve to to-night and have a good look the garage half-way 
down on the right-hand side. I thought he’d gone loopy, 
>ut there s no sense arguing with a bloke that can turn out 
.7,5 as lll0l, ?h he’s the Bank of England. 
v ’° afterwards I says that I’ve seen the garage. ‘If a 
man came along that pavement at night in the dark, could 

,, ? crack on the head as he walked past 
- • 1 tumbled to the game then, so I says of course I 


alon^d r ! g,lt ’’ he says; <I ve fixed so that Donnelly 
Th;?J, PaVement on Frida y mght about half-past nine, 
a 'ternoon a messenger boy’ll bring you the club to use 


comes 


STAND UP AND FIGHT 


12S 


on him. I want you to be behind that garage at nine o’clock 
and wait until he comes. There’s two hundred quid for you 
if you don’t mis9 him.’ 

“ I thought this over for a bit, and it began to look dead 
easy. So I says I’ll do it, but I want two other blokes with 
me in case anything goes wrong, ’cos I know Donnelly’s 
terrible strong. The Dealer says that’s no trouble—all I’ve 
got to do is to see Buddy Pearce at the Dolphin Club on 
Monday. 

“ I had a chat with Pearce, and he fixed up with Pullen 
to come with us!; but Pullen couldn’t come, ’cos his hands 
were bust, so we took Pedlar with us. A district-messenger 
boy brought me the rubber tubing, but there was no note with 
it. And that’s all I know about it.” 

“ You know more than’s good for your health,” said Spike, 
angry and caustic. “ If I didn’t think another punch would 
knock you sick for half an hour I’cJ beat you up now. But 
your day’s going to come. You’re a dirty cur. Are you going 
to have another shot at earning that two hundred quid? ” 

“I’ve finished, Spike! To-morrow Tm going back to- 
Brixton to open my gym again. You’ll get no more trouble 
from me.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

SHOWDOWN 


The trainer glanced at Pedlar Smith. 

“ And what have you got to say for yourself? ” he snapped. 
“ He doesn’t know anything about it,” interrupted Pearce. 
“ I told him I’d give him a couple of quid if he helped us 
to lay out a bloke, and that’s all he was told. That’s right, 

isn’t it, Pedlar? ” 

Smith nodded his aching head. 

“Before you roughs clear out there are one or two things 
I’m going to tell you,” said Spike. “ If any of you get near 
Dynamite again I’ll see that you’re carried unconscious into- 
the nearest police station. Twelve months in gaol would do 
you all some good. And if anything happens to Donnelly 
before his fight with Murphy, or if any attempt is made to 
injure him. I’ll be looking for you three—not because you’ve 
done it, but because you didn’t tell me it was coming off. 

Is that clear? ” 

Three heads went up and down, nodding in unison. 

“ Now you can clear out—quickly.” 
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Ten seconds later the door slammed behind them. They 
didn’t even pause to say good-bye. 

“ That hasn’t helped us a lot,” said Spike. “ All we know 
is that those guys won’t try it again, but that doesn’t stop 
The Dealer from employing someone else. We’d do well to 
leave here to-morrow. Parkin has arranged the training place, 
so we’ll move up there. I’m beginning to think there’s more 
security in tiny villages than there is in busy London.” 

The seclusion of the countryside delighted Donnelly, and 
he worked with a zest. 

They had rented a furnished house for a month, and Jean 
provided the fighters with meals that evoked groans and 
despair in the heart of Spike Arthur. 

Dynamite’s weight was proving stubborn. After ten days 
of grinding work he was tipping the scales at eleven stone nine, 
and any relaxation from the rigours sent the ounces creeping 
up again. 

The added poundage had created a devastating addition to 
his punching power. 

There were occasions when the rugged Slugger, gasping and 
trembling at the knees, buried his face in his gloved hands 
and called “ Enough.” 

Spike didn’t enthuse when he saw Don hitting with the 
force of a heavyweight. Many times he drew the fighter into 
a quiet corner, pointing out to him the dangers that lay in 
the path of weight reduction. Spike was too old in the service 
of the glove game to mistake the danger signal when it 
waved before bis eyes. 

Donnelley was not the first fighter he had handled, and he 
had seen strong men reduced to weakness through waging 
a losing battle against increasing weight. 

“ We’ll have to be careful, Donny. It isn’t as though you’re 
old. You see, you’ve only just turned twenty-two, and it seems 
that nature never meant you to stay as a middle-weight. I 
reckon your best poundage now is about five pounds over the 
limit, and if we’ve got to take that off you’re going to lose stuff 
that you can’t afford to be without. For the next week 
you’d better do your work in a couple of sweaters. They’ll 
take off another bit, and we’ll have to leave the rest until 
the day of the fight.” 

Twice the newspaper men visited the training camp to 
watch Dynamite working. 

Spike exercised all his ingenuity in keeping from them 
the story of the fighter’s increased weight. As a consequence 
they had nothing but praise for his appearance, his speed, 
and, particularly, his punching power. 
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Terry Coulson expressed the opinion of them all when he 

said to Spike: . . , .... ... 

« Donnelley is travelling like a lightweight and hitting like 

a Th^Uganaents in Dynamite’s right arm had strengthened 
as a result of the long rest. There was no symptom of 
distress when his fist caught Slugger under the chin and 

lifted the fourteen-stone fighter off the , of the , 

There was much about which Donnelly had cause to feel 
oleased But two phantoms trailed his track to throw 
occasional shadows over the cheerful camp— Hie Dealer and 

^Of* the^two he feared the increase in his weight the more. 
He felt that The Dealer had lost some of his potency since 
he had lost the service of most of his crew of followers 

Spike was standing on the lawn at the back of the home, 
timing the rounds for Kid Parkin and Donnelly, when Jean 

called him from the back door. 

«Someone wants to speak to you on the telephone, dad. 

It’s a trunk-call from London.” . . 

The trainer handed Ids watch to Slugger and vanished into 

^Donnelly had finished sparring and was slogging the heavy 
base when Spike returned. 

The trainer’s face was a curious mixture of express,ons. 

anxietv mingling with exultation. #1 

“ Anv trouble, old-timer? ” called Don cheerily. 

“Good news and bad news,” replied Spike ambiguously. 
“ That was Pullen on the phone, speaking from London. 

“And what’s he got to say for himself? 

“He’s catching the next train to Warwick, and he II be 
here in just over two hours-I’m sending a car to Leamington 

o meet him. Then we’ll hear the full story 
-Gosh!” exclaimed Donnelly, “it must be senou. news 

if he’s coming all the way up here to talk to us. Vhy d 

sav something about it on the phone. 

“ He saw quite enough,” said Spike dourly. He said he 
was coming to collect the hundred pounds I promised to give 
him if he could tell me the name of The Dealer. 

The two men looked at each other without speaking. The 
news had burst on Don with the effect of a sudden thunderclap 
“Do you think he really knows? said the tighter 

* n “Pullen wouldn’t come ninety miles unless he was certain. 

“I suppose he wouldn’t. I’ll pack up now and take a 
walk—Pullen will be here by the time I get back. 
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“ You’re going into the house and you’re going to stop 
there. There’ll be no walk for you to-day, Donny.” 

“ But there’s plenty of time to spare before he can arrive.” 

“ That’s got nothing to do with your staying in the house. 
There’s a stronger reason than that.” 

“ Let’s hear it.” 

Spike lowered his voice. 

“ Pullen says, ‘ Don’t allow Donnelly out of the house until 
I get there. And don’t let any one into the house whatever you 
do. The Dealer’s in Warwick—only two miles away from 
you! ’ Now get indoors as fast as you can, my lad.” 

Donnelly gasped—and he wasn’t short of breath. 

Archie Pullen arrived to find the house as closely guarded 
as an ammunition-dump. Kid Parkin patrolled the front of 
the house, Slugger lounged his bulk against the back garden 
wall, and tlie Kid’s father walked round the house in a weary 
circle. Dynamite, Spike, and Andy Griffen were waiting in 
the dining-room. 

\\ ho is The Dealer, Pullen? ”—this question was fired 
at the visitor before the door closed behind him.” 

“ Til tel1 y°u in my own way, gents,” said Pullen as he sat 
down and took a proffered cigarette. There’ll be nothing 
pained by starting the story at the end and working 
backwards.” 


“ Take your own way,” acquiesced Spike. 

“The day after you caught Bunch Maple and the other 
two I met Buddy Pearce in the Dolphin Club, and he told 
me what had happened. I was with Pearce in the afternoon 
when The Dealer rang up and wanted to know what luck they 
had had. For about five minutes The Dealer turned the 
telephone lines blue, but Pearce knocked some of the ground 
from under his feet when he said that none of them would 
have any more tries to crease Donnelly—they were through, 
finished. That’s what Pearce said, and then he put the 
receiver down. 

“ On Wednesday—the next time I put my foot in the club 
- tiie barman said some bloke had been on the phone two or 
three times asking for me. I guessed it was The Dealer, and 
I was right. Charlie Palmer and me were playing billiards 
when^ flie barman popped his head round the door and said 
this bloke was on the line again. 

The first words this chap hands out are that he had heard 
cl me from Buddy Pearce and he thought he could help me 
«° earn a nice bit of money. I led him up the garden, and 
>aid nothing would suit me better. Innocent like, I asked 
mn what he wanted me to do, and he says he won’t talk to 
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me over the phone, ’cos even - time lie’s done that something’* 
gone wrong. Then he says could I meet him the next night, 
and I says ‘Yes.’ 

“ So The Dealer fixes it for me to see. him at ten o’clock 
at the Zoo entrance outside Regent’s Park. Says he’ll be 
sitting in a saloon car just outside the gates, and I can't 
miss it because it’s a big Daimler. For a bit I felt panicky 
—thought he might’ve found out that it was me who tipped 
you off about Bunch Mapple. 

“ Still, on second thoughts, I knew it couldn’t be that, so 
I says I’ll be there. The car was there all right, and I 
walked across the road to it and tapped on the window. 1 
couldn’t see inside the cur, ’cos it was dark, but somebody 
says get inside, and I jumped in. 

“ It was a bit uncomfortable—take my word for that— 
sitting there talking to a bloke I couldn't see. He’d got the 
car as far away from a light as he could. First of all he gave 
me two fivers, and says that’s nothing compared to what there 
is to come. Then he says Donnelly’s done him a bad turn, 
and he wants to lay him out to get level. 

“ He tells me where he’s training, who he’s got with him. 
and everything except how to do.it. ‘See me here to-morrow 
night at the same time,’ lie says, ‘ and I’ll give you some stuff 
and tell you how to pass it on to Donnelly.’ Then all I’ve 
got to do is to collect a hundred quid. 

“The next afternoon I found young Mick Tunney in the 
gym at Baker Street, and I asks him if he’ll do me a turn 
and earn a fiver for himself. Mick fell for it right away. 
Then I told Mick that I was meeting a bloke outside the 
Zoo gates and I wanted to know who he was. 

“All that Mick had to do was to sit in his two-seater until 
the Daimler moved away, and then follow the bloke liome. 
So’s there’d be no doubt about bis knowing who The Dealer 
was, I got Jock Murray to go with him. Jock knows more 
people in London than, anybody. 

“ The Daimler was waiting for me same as before, and I 
got inside and had another talk. The bloke gave me a little 
paper packet, and says I’ve got to come here and watcli Don 
training. Then I must wait for a chance to slip this stuff 
in something that Dynamite’s going to eat or drink—it doesn't 
matter which, he says. 

“ He put another couple of fivers in my hand and says 
it’s time he moved. I asked him what the stuff was, and he 
says it’s a weak drug that’ll daze Donnelly and make him 
too feeble to fight. When he moved dowm the road 1 saw 
Mick Tunney start after him. and then I went to the chemist’s 
5 
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in Piccadilly Circus and asked him what the stuff was in 
the packet. 

“ The chemist has a long look at me, and asks where I got 
it. I says I pickejj it up in Lyle Street. ‘Good job you 
brought it here,’ he says; ‘there’s enough potassium cyanide 
in this packet to kill five men inside a minute! ’ Gosh, that 
scared me! Mick was waiting for me when I got home. Jock 

recognised the bloke! ” 

The silence in the room was uncomfortable. Archie Pullen 
stared round triumphantly as though enjoying his big moment. 
Donnelly licked his dry lips and waited for Spike to speak.’ 
The trainer seemed incredulous. He said slowly: “But didn’t 
you say that The Dealer is at present in Warwick?” 

That s right. He’ll be here at any minute now, I reckon. 
1 had an idea that I might get here a. few minutes before 
lum. Maybe it is a good job for all of you that I did. God 
alone knows what that man wouldn’t do if you gave him a 
chance. T don t know much about him but what I do know 
has put the fear of death into me. The less I c e e of him the 
better.” 


All light, all right,” said Arthur, “I think we’ve taken 
enough of the strain in the last few weeks without you piling 
on the agony. Blimey, man! you’ve got us all wriggling like 
eats on hot bricks. So don’t try stalling any more.' Who is 
The Dealer, and then we can make a start. After all. Pullen, 
we ve waited a long, long time for the chance we’ve got now. 
and I don’t aim to wait any longer than I can help. Come 
along. Spill the beans.” 

“You’d better get ready to take a surprise that’ll knock 

you for the long count. There’s no doubt about it-” 

He paused. Someone had rapped on the door. Jean poked 

her head into the room, gazed at the men and said to her 
lather: 


. Staders are here. • W ill you see them right away? ” 
Certainly. ’ said Spike. “ Show them right inside. 

Things happened with a speed that baffled Arthur and 
Dynamite. The door opened. All was quiet. Archie Pullen 
made the first move. He flung himself under the'table! 
Michael Stader spat out an oath. His hand plunged into his 

overcoat pocket. A look of terror passed over his fftco. He 

whipped round and made a dive for the front door. Then 

lie crashed into two men who had iust walked into the house. 

I he three fell in a heap on the floor. 
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UNRAVELLING THE PUZZLE 

Dynamite Donnelly blinked his eyes. He was fairly fast on 
the uptake, but these events were beyond him. He heard the 
sound of a scuffle in the hall and saw Peter Stader standing 
in the room with pallid face and rigid body. Time seemed 
to stand still until Archie Pullen yelled out: 

“Hold him! Hold Michael Stader! That’s The Dealer! 
Don’t let him go. 5 ’ 

Dynamite reeled back a yard and clutched the window-sill. 
Spike Arthur was gasping as though suffocated. Kid Parkin 
looked like something stuffed, and Peter Stader was as 
immobile as a statue. 

There was a scurry in the hall. Stader was pushed into 
the room. A man held him by either arm, and the person 
gripping his right arm was Sam Grace! Donnelly’s world 
started to reel. He was beyond power of thought. 

The detective pushed Stader into the corner of the room 
and other man stood guard over him. Sam Grace made a 
slight bow to all present. He was smiling as he slid a hand 
into his trousers pocket and pulled out an automatic. 

“This, Donnelly, is what Stader was looking for when he 
saw you. I reckon it shocked him to find he hadn’t got it. 
He shouldn’t have carried it in his overcoat pocket. Silly man! 
He stood against the buffet on the train and let me take it from 
his pocket. It was so easy. Well, gentlemen, you asked me 
to do a job of work. I’ve finished.. Here is The Dealer.” 

“Blast your eyes! ’’ said Stader, spitting at Donnelly. 
“You’ve had all the luck all the time. I ought to have killed 
you months ago! People like you aren’t fit to live. You’d 
be better off dead after the misery you’ve caused me. I’d 
like to have smashed you to bits. You cur! 

It would he stupid to state that the fighter was bewildered. 
His state was far beyond that. He felt almost unconscious 
as he said: 

“Good God! Are you entirely mad, Stader? I’ve never 
done anything to hurt you. I always thought that you were 
a friend of mine.” 

Michael Stader threw back his head and laughed. His eyes 
were bright. 

“Don’t tell me that!’’ he shouted. “Don't I know it? 
Have you ever done anything? Haven’t you been perfect all 
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your life? Has a man ever been born to compare with you? 
Aren’t you a fine specimen? Isn’t your conduct always 
wonderful? Isn’t your strength terrific? Aren’t your features 
full of real character? Isn’t your mode of life a model for 
ever>’ one to admire? Haven’t you got a clean conscience? 
Don’t people look up to you as a real man? Are there any 
things that you can’t do? More than other human beings 
haven’t you got physique, determination, courage, a clean 
mind, great honesty, everything that other people haven’t got, 
everything that makes you more like a god than any person 
has a right to be? ” 

Dynamite passed a trembling hand over his eyes. Michael 
Stader was white-faced and trembling. Flecks of foam were 
dribbling from the corners of his mouth. As he shouted he 
swayed to and fro. seeming likely to fall. Peter Stader sobbed 
once with such violence that his entire body shook. 

‘'And what am 1?” bawled Stader. “Take a look at me, 
and you’ll see for yourself. I’m a wreck, a physical nonentity, 
a person with no character, no courage, no principles, no 
honesty, no conscience, no brain, no will power, no 
determination, no nothing—just a loose derelict who ought to 
be buried! All right. To hell with all of you! You can 
bury me when you like.” 

Spike Arthur walked over to Peter Stader. lie had to shake 
the old man before be could bring him*out of the daze that 
shrouded him. 

“ Do you know anything about this? ” he asked. “ What 
i- all this rubbish? ” 

Seconds passed. Before the father could speak the son 
burst out again: 

“Does he know? What a joke! Don't make me laugh! 

He knows better than any other man could know. Does he 

know? Ask him. Donnelly. Maybe he’ll get on his knees 

and kiss vour hand for von. That h—if vou’d let him 
• • * 

1 • 
ao it. 

41 Telephone for the police.” said Peter Stader, listlessly. 
The life seemed to have ebbed from him. In ten minute? he 
had aged ten years. 

“You really mean that?” a=ked Spike. “You want the 
police brought here? ” 

“ Yes. There is nothing else to he done. Tell them to come 
quickly.” 

“That’s right.” bawled the son. “Send for the police. 
That’s about aH you would think of doing. What the hell 
do I care? I’m waiting for them.” 

Dynamite slumped down into a chair while Kid Parkin 
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walked out of the room to telephone. Archie Pullen crawled 
from beneath the table. Stader tried to make a dive for 
him but was hauled back. Pullen was trembling. 

44 So you did it. you dirty double-crosser! ” yelled Michael 
Stader. “ I might have known that you’d be under Donnelly’s 
win<*. He is so much admired! ” 

Donnelly was gradually recovering. The mist was clearing 
from his mind. But clear thinking wasn’t of much use under 
these circumstances. He rose abruptly, walked over to 
Michael Stader. and faced him squarely as he asked: 

“Had you got anything to do with the murder of voung 

“ Anything to do with it? ” Stader laughed hysterically. 
“ Of course I had. I told them to throw him into the canal. 
You’re not the only person with brains. Donnelly. I meant 
to prove that to you. I showed you had to^use brains, dtdn t 
I? And you thought you had all of them! ” 

Dynamite stepped forward. His right arm was bent, the 
clenched. Peter Stader jumped forward, coming to life 
with startling suddenness. He grabbed the fignter s arm and 

tried to pull him back. He said softly: 

“ Don’t do that. Dynamite. It—it wouMn t hr fair. You 


*Tears* were streaming down the old man’s face. Don looked 
at him. looked at the son. then waited for a moment hefore 

he stood back. He said gently: t . n 

“Yes, Mr. Stader. T think I understand. Gan 1 talk to 

him for a moment? ” . . , , 

The father nodded. He couldn t speak. His facial muscles 


were twitching. ^ . . , 

“You didn’t throw that boy into the canal. Stader. although 

vou arranged it. I’d like to know who did commit that 


murder.” „ , , , . , 

The man eyed him craftily for a moment before lie replied 


^^Buddv Pearce and Dan Bailey. But don’t think that they 
had to use their brains at all. They acted under my directions. 
I had arranged the whole matter. You re not the only person 

with a real brain. Now you know it. 

Kid Parkin walked slowly into the room and field up the 
fingers of both hands. So the police would arrive in ten 


minutes! . . ........ 

“ I see.” said Donnelly. He was striving to hide hiS feelings. 

He didn’t want to excite Stader or to alarm him. He tried 

to appear casual as he asked: “And I suppose that one of 

them wrecked my flat for me—just for fun? ” 
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“ Ti'.i'v did not!” Stader wa- almost indignant. ‘'I did 

m 

that entirely alone." 

“ But you must have used your brain first, and I still can’t 
see why you did it. A man like you would be sure to have 
a reason oi some sort.’’ 


“ 1 never do anything without a reason. fhat’s why I 
wanted to kill you. I didn’t believe that you were so perfect. 
I was sure then—and I am now—that you're no better than 
I am. But you hide things well. I thought i.i your flat I 
could find something that would show you as you really are, 
some letters or something that would cut your feet from under 
you. knock you straight off your pedastal. Then I was going 
to lay them in front of my father, and laugh, and laugh, 
and laugh. You hid them too well.” 

Donnelly walked over to a chair and sat down. He felt 

sick. The clock seemed to tick with unnecessary violence. 

• • 

Peter Stader placed his hands over his face. His frame shook. 
Spike Arthur kept changing feet, pursing his lips and staring 
from the floor to Michael Stader and back attain. Archie 

W T 

Pullen did not for a moment remove his glance from Stader. 
Ht\ was frightrm d. Kid Parkin looked a- though someone 
had struck him with a hammerr 

“The police seem to be a long time coming.” said Michael 
Stader. “ I’m not used to being kept waiting. People don’t 
make you wait, do they, Donnelly? You’re much too important 
to wait for anybody, much too big a man.” 

The fighter swalled deeply. Same Grace, he noticed, had 
not moved from the doorway. And he still held the automatic 
in his hand. The little man was taking no chances. An 
endless time seemed to pass before an inspector, sergeant, 
and two constables arrived. Kid Parkin must have told an 
impres^iv^ story over the telephone. The inspector seemed 
uncertain, oam Grace came to the rescue by telling the 
police: ’ • 


” I II return to the station with you. I think I can tell 
you all that you want to know for the time being, and the 
rest of the facts can wait. I will he back shortly,” he added 
t'> Air. Stader ami the others. 

I he inspector pulled out a pair of handcuffs and held them 
in his hand as he looked at Sam Grace. The detective nodded 
solemnly. Michael Stader made no effort to evade the cuffs. 
He wa actually smiling as - they were sliJ over his wrists. 
He bowed towards Donnelly with mock deference as he 
mar. Vd out of the room. Peter Stader collapsed on a divan. 

- bitterly. He had not glanced at his son ihe small 
procession filed out. 
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‘"Spike,” said Dynamite, “got on the telephone right away, 
grab the bloke in charge of the Gregory case, and tell him 
to collect Dan Bailey and Buddy Pearce. You eon loll him 
enough to be going on with. As soon as he has dumped 
them in the cells he’d better get along here.” 

The trainer passed no comment but walked out of the room. 
Don was more than uncomfortable. He couldn’t work out 
which way to move. Then he rose to his feet, paced over to 
Peter Stader, patted him gently on the shoulder and said: 

“ I know that you’ve taken a terribly hard knock, Mr. 
Stader. and there’s no need for me to say that I’m sorry. You 
know it. Try to bear up.” 

The old man raised his head and tried to smile through his 
tears. He gripped Donnelly’s hand and paused for a moment 
before he said: 

" And I am sorry for you, too. I know now' that I was to 
blame for it.” 

" Good Lord, no. You mustn’t get ideas like that into your 
head.” # ' 

“But I know it. Dynamite. I had no idea which way 
things were going. Still, I started it all. If it hadn't been 
for me being a stupid old man it would never have happened. 
It couldn’t have happened. And I hadn’t got sense enough 
to see it. What a blind fool I was! What a criminal fool! ’* 

The old man broke down again. Donnelly sat by his side, 
struggling to console him. Minutes passed before anything 
was said. Spike Arthur came into the room. He had not 
got very much to say: 

“ All fixed, Don. I told him all that was necessary at the 
moment. Now' we must leave him to it. He’ll be here as soon 
as he’s collected them.” 

Stader sat up erect. He drew a handkerchief from hi> 
pocket and wiped his tear-stained face. The man seemed to 
have pulled himself together witli a jolt. When he spoke 
his tone was more balanced. Ills hesitancy had gone. 

“ Before I go along to the police station,” he said. “ it is 
only fair that I should tell you what I think happened. T 
can’t swear to any facts. Still. I think you’ll find that my 
guesses are the same as the truth from any other person. 
Maybe it is a story you might have trouble in understanding. 
After all, only those people who’ve been through experiences 
like mine can realise them best. I think. Donnelly, that after 
what you’ve been' through, after what you’ve suffered, you’re 
entitled to hear what I say.” 

Spike and Dynamite said nothing. It would have been an 
impertinence. 
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Michael's mother died when he was two.” said Peter Stader. 
There was a simple dignity about his manner. “ I idolised 
the child. I spoilt him. In a way, I ruined him. I ran't 
gain anything now by shirking facts. You might say that 
lor years I did everything for Michael except stir a finger te 
make a man of him. All he wanted, he had. Everything I 
could give him was foisted upon him. He was more than a 
-poilt child. I worshipped him. Perhaps I thought mostly of 
his mother. At any rate, that is haw he grew up. 

“ Friends tried to persuade me to send Michael to boarding 
«clioo). I was fool enough to think that a boarding school 
might coarsen him. Until he was eighteen he had a private 
tutor. 1 was so blind that I couldn’t see the boy going the 
wrong way. W hen he was eighteen I wanted to send him 
!•» Oxford. He objected. I did what I had always done— 
let him ha\e his own way. So apart from the tutor he had 
no education. And I've had the idea in my mind for years 
that the tutor taught him plenty that would have been better 
forgotten. I wanted Michael to start out in the business 
world. He wanted to look around, as he ‘■aid. before he 
settled down to real work. 


“ ^’ell. again I agreed with him. His allowance, as I know 
now, was stupidly large for a boy of his age. a boy who had 
no experience. After a few months I sensed that he was 
beginning to drift away from me. away from many of the 
things I considered decent and honourable. He started 
to develop friendships among people he should never have 
met. he started to cultivate a mode of life so repugnant to 
me that we had our first trouble about it. Unfortunately, 
he had travelled so far along his own road, had travelled so 
far without reins, that T couldn’t check him. He started to 
drink. I don t mean that lie took alcohol. I mean that 
he lived for it. I tried to stop it. I had entered the game 
too late. Twice I placed him in homes. Each time when 
he came out 1 gave him pretty much of a free hand. 

“ bor a few months T imagined that he was settling down. 
1 1 termed to me that although his manner was odd he did 
not drink nearly ns heavily. I did not know whether to be 
pleased or bewildered. Before I could make up my mind 
about the trend of things he started to behave most stupidly, 
lime after time he got himself into serious trouble, trouble 
tom which it frequently cost me considerable sums to 


' Ntricale him. His allowance was no longer adequate. I 
increased it. He became more weird in his manner, much 
more reckless in his conduct. There was trouble with women, 
oobce, with bote's, with trad«.*men. I couldn't 
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•understand where he c tood—or what I was doing that va® 
•wrong. One night I received the reply. Michael had collapsed 
in a Mayfair hotel and had been taken to a private 
nursing-home. The doctor called me in and told me very 
simply what was wrong. Michael wa* suffering from chronic 
heroin poisoning. He stayed in that home for seven weeks. 
Then they sent him away t<* a private home--to he cured of 
his addiction to drugs. I hope you’re both following me 

“ Ten months ago he came out of that home. They told 
me that they thought he was cured, that I would have to 
-watch him carefully, that I must not give him any more rope 
.as I had done in the past, and that 1 should try to force some 
mental and physical incentive into his life. During lus fir-t 
weeks with me he was naturally depressed and morose. He 
had the thought that he was being persecuted. l r or the first 
lime in my life I was hard on the boy. It was then that I pot 
what 1 considered to be a sound idea. At the time. Dynamite. 
I had just started taking a real interest in you. So every 
time I met you I took Michael along with me. I placed you 
•on a pedastal, told him over and over again that* each time 
he looked at you be could realise what he might be if he 
pulled himself together. Over meals, while we dined, we 
smoked I thundered at him about a sane mind in a healthy 
body. I was anxious that he should have an image before his 
■brain*. So I used you as the object lesson. Each time after 
we had W seen you I preached the same gospel—that if he 
became half the man that you were, Dynamite, I’d be very 
proud of him. Mostly Michael said nothing. 

44 As months passed I found it more and more difficult to 
keep him under my eye. He would wander away. T spent 
pounds and pounds on detectives who worked to trace him. 
I had cut down his allowance. Then I found that lie was 
forging some of my cheques. There was a scene. That made 
things worse. I remember telling him that a man like you. 
Dynamite, would rather cut his throat than do such a thing. 
At times, he seemed to me to wander mentally. He pestered 
me with questions about you. what you did. how you liveo, 
why I liked you so much, and all sorts of things like that. 
I was very pleased. I believed that he was taking notice 
of what I said, I thought that he had an intention to model 
himself on you. My God! What a tragic mistake! 

“ Dynamite, there isn't much more that I can say. T think 
you can add bit-' and pieces together as well as I can. 
Michael was never mentally stable. I think now that the 
effect of being taken off drugs destroyed what little balance 
he had got left, that my constant talks developed in him a 
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sense of persecution and that he began to blame you for 
everything that had ever happened in his life. Dynamite, 

there's no more for me to say. I leave you to fill in the rest 

of the picture. I do want to state one fact, and I know that 

you will believe me. Until an hour ago I had not the slightest, 

not the faintest knowledge, that my son had acted as he has, 
that he had any hand in your trouble'. Until today I 
honestly believed that he liked and admired you. I'm sorry. 
Dynamite. There is no more for me to say.” 

Peter Stader rose wearily to his feet and passed a wavering 
hand across his forehead. He moved slowly across the room. 
Looking as though lie might be dying on his feet he stood at 
the door for an instant as he said: 

" I told Michael I was coming to your training place. He 
v. as eager to be with me. The rest you know. iS’ow I’ll get 
along to the police station and discover what is to happen. 
Good-bye to both of you. Again, I am sorry." 

Stader tottered from the room. It was three or four minutes 
later before Donnelly or Spike made a move. • »r spoke. They 
were relieved when Sam Grace walked in. The detective 
seemed a? sprightly as ever, even cheerful. 

*’ ^ e11 ’ Donnelly,” he exclaimed, “ I’m still thinking that 
you’re one 0 f the luckiest men in Great Britain. If I hadn’t 
played a hunch on that train you’d have had half a dozen 
]>U I let' in you by now." 


1 hanks, Mr. Grace.’ said the fighter. 
But I’m still walking round in circles, 
you break into this lot? ” 


” I owe you plenty. 
How on earth did 


1 ou re not very old in the ways of the world. Mr. 
Donnelly. I got on the right line by sheer accident, but by 
following the oldest clue known to mankind. You were quite 
certain that Mae Terrence could not tie up in any place with 
\vnat was happening to you. When you were so positive I 
became more doubtful. So I decided to keep an eye on the 
girl. 1 engaged a couple of my boys to watch her when I 
was busy. It wasn't long before I found out that she might 
have been your fiancee, but she was a long way from regarding 
vou as her only boy friend. That's where Michael Stader 
i ame into the picture. They were Seeing each other so often 
* thought I could see daylight. For every time you met 

di- Terrence her other friend saw her half a dozen times. 
Surprise you. eh?” 

I In* question was superfluous. Donnelly’s eyes were wide 
°’ v ' n ' his lips were parted and his fingers played restlessly 
with a cushion. 


from that point the rest was easy. I’ll be honest with 
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yi,a. I arrived at the right answer by following the wrong 
clue. Seems odd, but that's the way in which it happened. 
I thought Stader was very much in love with the girl, and 
had searched your room out of sheer jealousy to see if he 
could find any letters written to you by Mae Terrence. At 
least, that sounded feasible. So I thought the same man 
might imagine that’ his idea of marrying the girl would be 
Y<'rv much brighter if you were out of the way. lliat, also, 
seemed very logical. Once the thought was impaled on my 
mind I put a tail on him night and day. I don’t think he made 
manv moves without me knowing at any rate something about 
them. And when I found the type of people he was mixing 
with, when I found through one of my boys that he used to 
?>e one of the worst heroin addicts in the West End. when I 
knew that his name was mud among all the decent people 
who knew him—then, of course. I was certain that I was 
more than on the right track. I knew that I had done my 
job. that I had found The Dealer. I hadn’t heard from you 
for a while. I did not know where you were training. Then 
some luck bounced towards me. 

‘‘I was tailing Stader and bis father this morning. I bad 
another of the boys with me. They booked tickets for 
Leamington Spa. I thought it was an odd move, put two and 
two together, and thought it might be interesting to see why 
they were making the journey. So I bought a couple of tickets. 
I could see during the journey that Michael Stader was on 
edge. When he moved to the buffet for a double brandy 
I followed him. I stood by his side, brought a drink—and 
' borrowed his automatic. I had an idea that he intended to 
give you a present. I told a taxi driver to follow their cab. 
Wc were a hundred yards behind them all the way here. 
The rest you know as well as I do.” 

Dynamite and Spike Arthur shook him by the band. The 
fighter exclaimed: “A damned fine piece of work. I’ll see 
that you get your cheque, Mr. Grace. ’ 

“ Right. Let me have it soon. I’m backing you with the 

lot to beat Murphy!” . „ 

The detective waved a flippant hand, pushed his hoy 
out. and followed him. He had not been gone for more 
than a minute when Jean announced that her father was 
wanted urgently on the telephone. Spike was not away for 

°“ S Poor old Stader!” he said. “And what fools the police 
must be. They didn’t go through Michael’s pockets. You 
can guess the rest. Cyanide of potassium.” 

Donnelly looked through the window for a time, then lie 
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left the room. He came back with a cap in his bands. He 
touched Jean Arthur on the arm, and said: 

“ Child, for the love of crying out loud smack something 
on your head, and take me for a ten-mile walk in the great 
open spaces. I feel as though I want fresh air more badly 
now than I’ve ever wanted it in my life. Don’t be long. My 
feet are itching. I want to be on my way.” 

Spike Arthur sat down, -ighed, lit his pipe—and picked up 
a newspaper! 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 

A CROWN AT LAST 

The weighing-in room was crowded. Not for many years had 
the sporting public been fascinated by the prospects of a 
championship fight. They knew Murphy and Donnelly as 
battlers of the old style—men who took their punishment 
without whimpering, who were not beaten so long as they 
could stand, who won without boasting. When Glen Murphy 
stepped on the scales an admiring crowd stared enviously at 
the magnificently proportioned body. Theie was a mass of 
supple muscle from his massive shoulders, down the deep 
chest to the slender wai«t-line. His grey eyes were bright, 
and the skin was drawn taut over the cheekbones, an unfailing 
<ign of fitness in any fighter. He weighed eleven stone four 
pounds. 

Donnelly slipped hi* dressing-gown to the floor. Spike 
watched him with anxiety. He stepped on the scales, sigllicg 
audibly as he heard the call: 

“ Eleven stone, five pounds, fourteen ounces.” He was only 
two ounces within the weight! The gods were on his side. 
He rejoined Arthur and said: 

“ Eord lie praised that I haven't got to sweat in a turkish 
hath. Murphy moved over towards him. his hand outstretched 
in a genial welcome. 

“ Well, Dynamite.” he said. “ Are you fit and ready for 
the slaughter? ” 

" hose slaughter. Glen? Have you ordered your stretcher > 

yet? ” 

“Well see. I've got it fixed in my Irish bones that I’m 
going to have the best fight of my life to-night. At least, I 
now that it i« going to be fair from the first gong—and 
t at means a lot. I*e never *een you foul a man yet, and I 
done it in nearly a hundred fights. See you at ten,” 
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At eight that night Donnelly gave Spike a shock by 
announcing that he intended to second Kid Parkin in his- 
fight with Ace Walters. 

“Don't he crazy, Donny. Von can't do a thing like tliat 

before you fight.” B , 

“I’m not arguing. If it wasn t for the Kid 1 would n t be 

fighting Glen Murphy to-night. I haven't forgotten what he 
went through in that house at Purlev because he wouldn’t 
let me down. And I haven’t forgotten that although he was 
all bashed up he waved the towel in my corner when I had 
the fight with Walters. So to-night. Spike, I stand in the 
Kid’s corner.” 

Spike offered no further argument. He know only too weK 
what Donnelly owed to Kid Parkin. It was shortly after nine 
o’clock when Dynamite, dressed in white flannels and a 
sweater, took a look around the Albert Hall. The huge 
building was packed from floor to-ceiling. He could not see 
one empty seat. Kid Parkin was rubbing his feet in the resin, 
anxious to make a start. In the other corner Walters scowled 
venomously at both men. The sight of Don in the corner 

unsettled him more than a little. 

“ Don't forget,” said Dynamite. “ that you’ve got to change 
your style to-night. Kid. Forget all that business about pawing 
with your left and fighting on the defensive. I ve won my 
scraps by fighting, and that’s what you've got to do. Ace 
isn’t a terrible hitter, and if you force the fight on him it’ll 
give him a shock. After his last scrap with you he doesn’t 
regard you as a forcing fighter. He expects you to box 
him. Don’t do it! Tear into him from the first hell, and it 
lie gives way just follow' him. Throw your punches as fast 
as vou can hit, take him everywhere above the left, anti 
don’t for a moment slow up. He might get into his stride 


then.” , . . . • 

When the bell sounded Parkin met Walters almost in In* 

own corner, shook his gloves and started a tremendous barrage 

whit both hands. Ace fell away from him after the first 

savage exchange of punches, hacking against the ropes. 

“Follow him, Kid,” shouted Donnelly. “Get stuck into 

him. Keep at it.” 

Parkin needed no further advice. Walters was struggling 
to evade the storm of blows when the bell went. The Kid 

was smiling happily. „ n „ 

“That’s the way to win at this game. 6aid Don. I hat 

bloke who said attack is the best form of defence knew what 
he was talking about. Don't ease up. Kid. He’s well on 
the run. There’s no need to try and finish him with one 
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punch. Keep hammering at his ribs and you’ll soon have 
him on his knees.” 

It is not necessary to chronicle the fight round hv round. 
The Kid took all the punishment that came his way without 
once placing a foot backwards. And so he plugged on and, 
on, hammering away with both hands. 

The Kid hadn’t got a terrific power behind his punches, 
but they w-ere acting like dripping water on a stone. The 
end came in the seventh round. Ace was harassed in every 
corner, hit from all angles. The drives to his ribs brought 
him to his knees, but he rose before the referee could count. 
Again the flaying gloves found a resting place underneath 
his heart, and he dropped to tiie canvas. Again he rose, 
staggering a little. Kid Parkin lashed out with two sudden 
lefts to the jaw and landed a right cross to the body. 
Ace Walters folded up like a concertina and pitched on the 
canvas. He had gone beyond recall. There was no comeback. 
He was lying still when the count ended. Parkin carried him 
to his corner. The Kid had made good! He had achieved 
the ambition of every glove slingcr. He had beaten the man 

'vho had knocked him out. His smile almost spread from 
ear to ear. 

A /me start to the evening.” said Spike Arthur. “ Donnv, 
the Kid has shown you how to do it. You can’t disgrace us 
now by losing.” 

A few minutes later there came a quiet knock on the 

dressing-room door, and Peter Stader walked slowly into the 
room. 


“Good-evening, every one.” he said, quietly. “This is my 
first trip out of the house for three weeks, but I felt that I 
must be here. Donnelly, to wish you all the luck in the world. 

i< re II be no man in the Albert Hall more pleased and proud 
nan 1 will be when the referee raises your hand as the 
winner. I II he sitting at the ringside, mv boy. and all mv 
Hopes and wishes will be with you. That is all I called in 
to say. Good luck to you.” 

And Peter Stader walked out as quietly as he had entered, 
there was an awkward silence for a time. The men were 
glad t.» hear a voice sounding: 

t Ready for the ring in five minutes.” 

••You’ve got everything quite clear in vour head, haven’t 
you. U° n . asked Spike. “Make a fight of it as you alwavs 
< o. but remember that you’ve never before been in the ring 
„ ® man who hits as hard as Glen Murpliv. You can’t 
wa k mto turn wide open. If you do. that’ll he the end of 
' mr '-hance. Scrap your wav inside, and when you’re 
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in-fighting, for the love of Mike see that you block his rights 
to the heart. They-’re sheer poison! That’s about the most 
killing punch I've seen for years. You won't be able to put 
him on the floor until you’ve weakened him—that’s no easy 
job—so take your lime. Fights like this don’t finish early 
unless somebody makes a damned had mistake. The Kid and 
myself will be watching every move, and you know that we’ll 
do the very best we can for you. All fixed? ” 

“ Dynamite Donnelly wanted in the ring,” called the 
attendant. 

“ Well, here we go.” said Don, as he threw hack the door. 
The Kid and Spike shook hands with him. The three men 
looked at each other. I£id Parkin said: 

“All the luck in the world to you. Donnv.” The door 

9 * 

closed behind them, and they walked into the crowded hall. 
It seemed that no time passed before the Master of Ceremonies 
was using his stentorian voice to announce the fight. The 
two men were vastly different in physique. Glen Murphy 
stood no higher than five feet high. But he was built as a 
dynamic fighter from head to feet. Donnelly was three inches 
taller and built on speedier lines. The two men exchanged 
a friendly smile as the referee called then) to the centre of 
the ring. The official did not say much. Me knew both men 
would observe every rule of the game with scrupulous fairness. 

Clang! 

The rivals shot from their corners, touched gloves, arid 
moved away on fast travelling feel. Then Murphy slid 
forward to rock Donnelly hack on his heel with a lightning 
left jab. followed with an uppercut that skimmed Dynamite’s 
jaw. and then danced out of reach. The crowd stirred. That 
was the way in which a real champion should >tart a fight! 
Donnelly played a double feint with his left, changed hi- feet, 
and crashed a right into Murphy’s ribs. The champion rushed 
hi« little opponent into a corner, and thev settled down into a 
slugging match that brought the crowd to its feet. Don’s 
fighting spirit was riding high and he smiled even as the 
pile-driving hooks were pounding his ribs. His ..wn hands 
were travelling with easy speed—and Donnelly knew only 
too well the power he was throwing into them. He sensed a 
right flashing up to his heart, blocked the punch, smashed his 
fist under the point of Murphy’s jaw with a six-inch hook. 

Glen was made of granite, and he had never given way 
before a man in his life. Gritting his teeth, fighting hack 
from the slight glaze over his eyes, he pinned Donnelly with 
a left to the heart. Then their gloves settled down to a 
steady and devastating tattoo as they stood shoulder 
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to shoulder, both swaying under the hurricane of punches,, 
both too proud to beat a retreat. The gong separated them, 
panting, grim, but full of fight and confidence. They walked 
jauntily to their corners, heads held high. 

“ How goes it? ” asked Spike, anxiously. *’ Travelling i* 
a bit fierce, eh?” 

“ Hot job. Dont want to talk. Save my breath. I can 
still listen.” 

Glen Murphy slithered from his corner at the start of 
the second frame, elusive and deadly. His right whipped , 
Donnelly in the mouth, and Dynamite came back with a hook 
that smacked Murphy against the ropes. Don advanced to be [. 
inet with a terrific left to the ribs, but he rode the punch,. tj 
and came again, both hands moving with the speed of pistons. ? 
Twice Glen swerved to miss those short hooks, but each time |i 
he started fractionally too late. His shoulder came through 
with the punch as he swung a right. Donnelly ducked, caught 
the champion flush in the eye with a straight left. It was 
then that Murphy turned into a fighting fury, and Dynamite 
was carried over into a corner before a storm of flying gloves. 
Murphy was throwing his gloves from all angles, beating down t 
hi9 opponent’s left by the sheer ferocity of his attack. A fi 
right hook caught the challenger dead on the jaw, and he 
swayed against the ropes. Murphy was no sluggard. 
Instantly he smashed home another blow to the jaw. And 
Dynamite Donnelly went down! 

*• One,” called the referee. A blaze of light passed before 
Don’s eyes, and inside liis head something was thumping, 
jarring his forehead. j 

“Two.” The fighter could see colours flickering in a black 
sky—colours that stabbed his eyes and brought a flash of 
pain. The blackness passed away, turning into nebulous grey 
mist. 

” Three.” Through the mist Donnelly could see the ropes 
swaying and twisting. The floor of the ring was undulating 
in snakelike fashion. 

“ Four.” The clouds were passing from his eyes. He moved 
his legs. They felt heavy and unwieldy—as though they 
belonged to someone else. 

” Five.” Strength was flooding back into bis body. He 
twisted round, feeling for the ropes with hands that were 
unnaturally heavy’. ' 

Six.” There was Glen Murpliy, waiting for him. in the 
corner, almost like a cat waiting for a mouse Donnelly knew ’ 
that he had to get up and fight. i 

** Seven.” His mind seemed to detach itself from his body. 
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seemed to think separately—almost as though he had no 
control over it. He meant to show Glen Murphy that he 
couldn’t keep Dynamite Donnelly on the floor. And he moved 
slowly to his feet. The champion shot oyer the canvas, 
ready for the kill. But Donnelly had produced something 
from the hack of his mysterious mind. He was there to smash 
Murphy—and that’s what he intended to do. So he staggered 
the champion and electrified the crowd by advancing to meet 
him with the vicious abandon of a maniac. He lashed his 
right into Murphy’s face with terrific power. Murphy rocked 
on his heels and fell hack against tin* ropes—forced hack 
by the furious attack of the man who had come back Irom 
what should have been the long count. The crowd developed 
hysteria. Murphy returned to the atiack, hut lie couldn t hold 
this demon slugger who refused to stay on the floor. ihc 
champion reeled away, hurt and more than bewildered, when 
he heard the bell. The whole thing was impossible! 

When a fighter is young and strong, the rest between rounds, 
the sponging and the massage, can put back into him more 
strength than most men start with. And as the bell clangcn 
for the third session Donnelly advanced with a clear head 
and his muscles were again functioning normally. As he 
moved Spike Arthur’s final advice was running through his 

head again and again: 

“You handed Murphy more in the la«t twenty seconds of 
that round than he’s ever taken befoie. The hoy is tough, 
but he didn’t like it. Keep on top of him. Don t leave him 
alone. He’s taken more than he gave you. I know it. 

So Donnelly went forward to force the pace. He met 
Murphy in his own corner, stung him with a straight left to 
the face, blocked a hook to the body, moved inside, and 
started to work seriously on Glen’s ribs. Now he was throwing 
his full weight into each of a hundred short-arm hooks. He 
could hear the champion gasping a* they landed. Donnelly 
knew what his fists must feel like-tearing, heart-breaking 
engines of destruction. Murphy stabbed him with a right 
under the heart that made Donnelly flinch, broke away from 
him and landed a clean punch on Dynamite’s nose as they 
narted company. It needed more than that to stop the 
challenger, and us Murphy sidled along the ropes Donnelly 
broke through his guard with a wicked right chop to the 
jaw. and his left whistled through the air to find a resting 
place in the pit of the champion’s stomach. 

Glen Murphy, the champion, was down! The roar from 
the crowd was inhuman. 

Don crossed to his own corner, a tumult of feelings surging 
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through his head. The mighty Murphy was on the canvas 
huddled in a heap, with his head bowed between his knees 
That last punch had arrived flush on the solar plexus. An 
Dynamite knew what was behind it. Even a man with a bo<’ 
like Glen could not take that punch without falling. Donne’’ 
poised, listening: 

“ Two . . . three . . . four . . . five. . . 

The champion was on his feet again ! He wasn’t going* 
lose his title just because he had been prodded in the stomach. 
Murphy had what it needs to take it! Still, he’d better stall 
for a while. There was no sense in impaling himself on thos 
Haying lists until he felt steadier. Dynamite surged across 
the ring, intent upon annihilation. Before him he found a 
pair of gloves that moved from Murphy’s face to his stomach > 
covering him as effectively as though he stood behind a w»... 
Murphy wa« no mean general in the ring. He knew his w*' 
about! When his arms ached from the stinging blows he w 
taking on them, and lie sensed some of the power fading fr< 
Dynamite’s punches, Murphy broke through his shell at 
fired u murderous right to the challenger’s body, following 
with a classical one-two tattoo on the jaw. Don side-stepp*- 
The gong sounded. 

“ Something is going to happen in this next round foln 
million pounds.” said Spike. “ No two men in the woob 
can fight at this pace without one or the other very scTm 
cracking. You must keep after him, Donny. I’ve got an it 
that if von slackened up for a moment he’d fall on you V 
a tister.” 

Donnelly’s lips were tightly compressed. He opened bis 
mouth and said: 

“ Spike, something is going to happen. In this round he 
goes o'- I go! ” 

Bang! Crash! Slam! A second after the bell had 
sounded three stabbing jabs tore into Glen’s face, smashing 
his lips, flattening his nose. Murphy slipped in a hook to 
Don’'- rihs. The challenger thought that a bullet had hit 
him! He shook his head, contacted with a left, right to the 
short ribs, brought the champion’s head down slightly, and 
then started to throw a right almost from the level of his 
knees. The champion’s seconds bawled out a warning. They 
were coo late. The glove landed immediately beneath 
Murphy’s heart. And for the second time the champion was 
on the floor! 

Glen was no fighter to lie on the floor if he could get up. 
Most men would have taken an “easy” until the count of 
nine. Murphy, v.ude-eyed and furious, jumped to his feet at 
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the count of six. and made a dive for Don. The challenger 
met the rush without giving an inch. Four fists tore through 
•the air, and the impact of blows could he heard in the top of 
[galleries. This was slugging match in cxcelsis! It was 
impossible for it to last. Human bodies are not made to 
stand up under such pressure. But which man would crack? 

The answer came with stratling suddenness. Murphy 
Crumpled under a trip-hammer '■ight to the jaw. The wind 
Here' from hit body with a whistling whine as Donnelly buried 
s,his left wrist-deep in Glen’s stomach. Murphy pitched to the 
•♦dcanvas face downwards. His legs threshed for a short time, 
his arms moved feebly. Then he was still, out to the world. 
Murphy had at last met a man who could hand him more than 
he could take. At the count of seven he punched himself on 
this knees, but the effort sapped his small remaining strength, 
-end he fell to the canvas again. The count was wasted. 
g Dynamite Donnelly’s armpits, and carried him to his corner. 
-:The fight was over, the title had changed hands. Dynamite 
Connelly—middleweight champion. Why describe the 

-xcitement, the roar of the crowd? Ten thousand spectators 

• iwere celebrating the end of the finest fight any of them had 
-ver «ecn. The applause for both winner anc. loser was almost 

.sanely frantic. They made a triumj hant procession to their 
tressing-rooms. Spike and Kid Parkin were strangely -ilcnt. 
..The new champion knew why. Their emotions were ovei flooding 

• uhem, would not permit them to talk. He knew that very well 

• Mifbecause he felt exactly the same. Il was twenty minutes 

later when he walked along the passage, rapped on the door, 
and walked into Murphy’s room. The ex-champion was resting 
on a couch. He forced a smile to his bruised face, and shook 

handSj^n” Dvnam j te , “you gave me a wonderful fight. 

I’m damned sorry 'that in our game^lhere has to be a loser. 

It was rotten having to put you out.” 

“Forget it, Dynamite. I was well beaten by a b«ucr man. 

I raise my hat. I call you a really first-class champion. And. 

Lordy, I ought to know! ” . . 

“ Wait a moment,” said Donnelly. I ve got a su* P* Use foi 

vou, Glen. You’re not going to lose ymu title after all. 1 
have had my last fight as a middle-weight Now I m thiough 
I’m turning heavyweight. So you can keep your title, ami 
may you hold it for years and ye:-rs. Good luck to you, 

Glen ” 

They shook hands warmly. Murphy’s face was flushed ns 

lie remarked: ^ . , , , . . j 

“That’s good news for me. Dynamite, but damned !»•»« 
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news for the poor bloke who is holding the heavyweight title. 
He won’t have it for long now! ” 

Perhaps the biggest shock of that historic evening •came to 
Spike Arthur as they waited outside the Albert Hall for a 
taxi. 



“ There’s something I want to get off my chest, Spike,” saiti 
the new champion. “I made un_my mind that I wouldn’t, 
mention the matter until after the fight. But it looks veryu 
much as though you’re going to collect me as ft son-in-law! 
You see. I asked Jean to marry me. She said ‘Yes.* you’r* 
not going to spoil things by saying ‘No,’ are you?” 

Spike gazed at him for seconds without answering. There ' 
were tears in his eyes. Then he recovered his breath. ' 

“ For the love of Mike! ” he exclaimed. And Dynamite 
Donnelly knew what he meant.” 

\ i 



THE END 
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